^  "■>-  H-     -^v 


-6=^ 


-«*' 


'•  ^0    jNlVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNBA 
AT   LOS  ANGELES 


i 


I 


^ 


V 


THE 


BRITISH  POETS. 


©nc  'SuntlrclJ  Qolumcs. 
VOL.  L. 


THE 


BRITISH   POETSo 


TRANSLATIONS. 


IN  ONE  HUNDRED  VOLUMES. 

L. 

YOUNG,    VOL.  II. 


cniswick: 

^rintcH  bn  €.  C(!ri)ittingl;am, 

KJI.LKGF.  llOUbE; 

FOR    J.  CAra-UMTIt,  J.   HOOKKR,   RODWEI.I.    AM)  MARTIN, 

G.  AM)  W.   II.  WIIITTAKKR,   R.  TRIPIIOOK,  J.  EBURS, 

TAYLOR  AM)    HESSEY,    R.  JENNINGS,    G.COWIE  AND  CO. 

N.   IIAILES,  J.   PORTER,  II.    E.   LLOYD  AM)  SON, 

<;.  SMIlll,    AND  C.   WIllTTINGIIAM. 

1822. 


^)  ."SO 

THE 


POEMS 


lEatoartr  igotina,  13*  ?9. 


VOL.  II. 


FKO.M  TUF.  PIIESS  OF  C.  U  HUTrXCH A:\1, 
COLLEGF.   IlOlil.. 


22i?i>0 


CONTENTS. 


THE  COMPLAINT:    OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 

Night  VIII.    Virtue's  Apology  :    or,   The   Man   of  the 
World  answered o 

THE  CONSOLATION. 

Ni8;ht  IX.  containinp;,  among  otlier  Tilings, 

1.  Amoral  Survey  of  the  nocturnal  Heavens. — 2.  A. 

Night  Address  to  the  Deity  49 

LOVE  OF  FAME,  THE  I'NIVEUSAL  I'ASSION.       IN  SEVEN 
CHARACTERISTICAL  SATIRES. 

Preface  to  the  Satires 123 

Satire].  To  the  Duke  of  Dorset 129 

Satire  II 13S 

Satire  III.  To  Mr.  Dodinglon 147 

.Satire  IV.  To  Sir  .Spencer  Compton 15G 

.Satire  ^'.   On  Women 104 

.Satire  \l.   Ditto.     To  Ladv  Elizabeth  Germain 182 

Satire  VII.  To  Sir  Rohct  Walpole 200 

EPISTLES. 

To  Mr.  Pope,  concerning  the  Authors  of  the  Age 20S 

To  .Mr.  Pope,  from  Oxford 217 

To  the  Right  Hon.  I^ord  Liinsdown 22.) 

To  Mr.  Addison,  on  the  Tragedy  of  ('alo  242 

To  .Joseph  Addison,  Esq.  on  the  Death  of  Queen  Anne..  212 
To  Mr.  Tickeli,   occasionid    by  the   Death  of  the   Right 
Hon.  Jo.scph  Addison,  1719 248 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT  VIII. 


2Hutuc'0  Slpologg : 

OR, 

THE  MAN  OF  THE  WORLD  ANSWERED. 

IN  WHICH   ARE  CONSinr.RED, 

THE    LOVE   OF   THtS     LIFE;    THE    AMBITFON     AND    PLEASURE, 
WITH    THE  WIT   AND    WISDOM,  OF  THE  WORLD. 

And  has  all  Nature,  then,  espouscrl  my  part? 
Have  I  bribed  Heaven  and  Earth  to  plead  against 

thee? 
And  is  thy  soul  immortal? — What  remains? 
All,  all,  Lorenzo! — make  immortal  Ijless'd. 
I'nbless'd  immortals!  —  what  can  shock  us  more? 
And  yet  Lorenzo  still  atlects  the  world; 
There  stows  his  treasure ;  thence  his  title  draws, 
]\Ian  of  the  world  !  (for  such  wouldst  thou  bccall'd) 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  iii<;lorious  style? 
Proml  of  reproach  ?  for  a  reproach  it  was. 
In  anci(;iit  days,  and  (Mnistiun, — in  an  ago 
\V  li(;ii    men    were     men,    and    not    ashamed    of 

I  leaven, — 
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Find  (litir  ambition,  as  it  crown'd  their  joy  ! 
Sprinkled  with  dews  tVuni  the  Castaliati  font. 
Fain  woidd  1  rehapti/.e  thee,  and  confer 
A  pnrer  spirit,  and  a  nobler  name. 

Tliy  fond  atlacliments,  fatal  and  inflamed. 
Point  out  my  path,  and  dictate  to  my  song. 
To  thee  the  world  how  fair !  how  strongly  strikes 
Ambition  !  and  gay  Pleasnre  stronger  still ! 
Thy  triple  bane!  the  triple  bolt,  that  lays 
Thy  virtne  dead;  be  these  my  triple  theme ; 
Nor  shall  thy  wit  or  wisdom  be  forgot. 

Common  the  theme  ;  not  so  the  song,  if  she 
My  song  invokes,  Urania!  deigns  to  smile. 
The  charm  that  chains  us  to  the  world,  her  foe. 
If  she  dissolves,  the  man  of  earth,  at  once, 
Starts  from  his  trance,  and  sighs  for  other  scenes; 
Scenes,  where  these  sparks  of  night,  these  stars, 

shall  shine 
Unnumber'd  suns,  (for  all  things,  as  they  are, 
Tile  blcss'd  behold)  and,  in  one  glory,  pour 
Their  blended  blaze  on  man's  astonish'd  sight; 
A  blaze — the  least  illustrious  object  there. 

Lorenzo !  since  Eternal  is  at  hand, 
To  swallow  Time's  ambitions ;  as  the  vast 
Leviathan  the  bubbles  vain  that  ride 
High  on  the  foaming  billow  ;  what  avail 
High  titles,  high  descent,  attainments  high. 
If  unattain'd  our  highest  ?  O  Lorenzo  ! 
What  lofty  thoughts,  these  elements  above. 
What  towering  hopes,  what  sallies  from  the  Sun, 
What  grand  surveys  of  destiny  divine. 
And  pompous  presage  of  unfathom'd  fate, 
Should  roll  in  bosoms  where  a  spirit  burns, 
Bound  for  Eternity !  in  bosoms  read 
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By  Him,  who  foibles  in  archangels  sees  ! 
On  human  hearts  He  bends  a  jealous  eye, 
And  marks,  and  in  Heaven's  register  enrols, 
The  rise  and  progress  of  each  option  there ; 
Sacred  to  Doomsday !  that  the  page  unfolds, 
And  spreads  us  to  the  gaze  of  gods  and  men. 

xVnd  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo  !  thine  ! 
This  world  !  and  this,  unrival'd  by  the  skies  ! 
A  world  where  lust  of  pleasure,  grandeur,  gold. 
Three  demons  that  divide  its  realms  between  them, 
AVith  strokes  alternate  bullet  to  and  fro 
iNIan's  restless  heart,  their  sport,  their  flying  ball ; 
Till,  witli  the  giddy  circle  sick  and  tired, 
It  pants  for  peace,  and  drops  into  despair. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo  sets  above 
That  glorious  promise  angels  were  esteem'd 
Too  mean  to  bring;  a  promise  their  Adored 
Descended  to  communicate,  and  press. 
By  counsel,  miracle,  lite,  death,  on  man. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo's  wisdom  wooes. 
And  on  its  thorny  pillow  seeks  repose  ; 
A  pillow  wliicli,  like  opiates  ill-prepared. 
Intoxicates,  but  not  composes;   fills 
The  visionary  mind  v.ith  gay  chimeras. 
All  the  wild  trash  of  sleep,  without  the  rest : 
"VVJiat  unfeign'd  travel,  and  what  dreams  of  joy  ! 
llow  frail  men,  things  !  how  momentary,  both! 
Fantastic  chase,  of  shadows  luinling  shades! 
The  gay,  the  busy,  eiiual,  lliough  unlike  ; 
L^ipial  in  wisdom,  diflcrently  wise  !  [wastes, 

Tiirough  flovveiy  meadows,  and  through  dreary 
One  bustling,  and  one  dancing,  into  death. 
There's  not  a  day  but,  to  tl»e  man  of  thought. 
Betrays  some  secret  that  throws  new  reproach 
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On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more. 
Tlu!  scenes  of  business  tell  lis — '  NVIitit  arc  men  ;' 
Tlie  scenes  of  pleasnre — '  What  is  all  beside:' 
There  others  we  despise  ;  and  here  ourselves. 
Amid  disgust  eternal  dwells  delight^ — 
'Tis  approbation  strikes  the  string  of  joy. 

AVhat  wondrons  prize  has  kindled  this  career, 
Stuns  with  the  din,  and  chokes  us  with  the  dust, 
On  Life's  gay  stage,  one  inch  above  the  grave? 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  (piest  of  eyes; 
The  sensual,  in  pursuit  of  something  worse  ; 
Tilt?  grave,  of  gold  ;  the  politic,  of  power  ; 
And  all,  of  other  butterllies  as  vain  ! 
As  eddies  draw  things  frivolous  and  light. 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in  ! 
On  the  swift  circle  of  returning  toys        [ingulf'd, 
Wliirl'd,  straw-like,  round  and  round,  and  then 
Where  gay  delusion  darkens  to  despair  ! 

'  This  is  a  beaten  track.' — Is  this  a  track 
Should  not  be  beaten  ?  never  beat  enough, 
Till  enough  learn 'd  the  truths  it  would  inspire. 
Shall  Truth  be  silent,  because  J'olly  frowns? 
Turn  the  world's  history,  what  hnd  we  there 
But  I'ortune's  sports,  or  Nature's  cruel  claims. 
Or  woman's  artifice,  or  man's  revenge, 
And  endless  inhumanities  on  man? 
Tame's  trumpet  seldom  sounds  but,  like  the  knell, 
It  brings  bad  tidings:  how  it  hourly  blows 
Man's  misadventures  round  the  listening  world! 
Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  Time  ; 
Sad  tale!  which  high  as  Paradise  begins; 
As  if,  the  toil  of  travel  to  delude. 
From  stage  to  stage,  in  his  eternal  round, 
The  Days,  his  daughters,  as  they  spin  our  hours 
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On  Fortune's  wheel,  where  accident  iinthought 
Oft,  in  a  moment,  snaps  Hfe's  strongest  threat!. 
Each,  in  her  turn,  some  tragic  story  tells 
With,  now  and  then,  a  wretched  farce  between. 
And  tills  his  chronicle  with  human  woes. 

Time's  daughters,  true  as  those  of  men, deceive  us; 
Not  one  but  puts  some  cheat  on  all  mankind. 
While  in  their  father's  bosom,  not  yet  ours, 
They  flatter  our  fond  hopes,  and  promise  much 
Of  amiable,  but  hold  him  not  o'er  wise 
Mho  dares  to  trust  them,  and  laugh  round  the  year. 
At  still-contiding,  still-confounded,  man. 
Confiding-  though  confounded  ;   hoping  on. 
Untaught  by  trial,  unconvinced  by  proof, 
And  ever  looking  for  the  never-seen. 
Life  to  the  last,  like  harden'd  felons,  lies, 
Nor  owns  itself  a  cheat  till  it  expires  : 
Its  little  joys  go  out  by  one  and  one. 
And  leave  poor  man,  at  length,  in  perfect  night; 
Night  darker  than  what  now  involves  the  pole. 
O  Thou,  who  dost  permit  these  ills  to  full 

For  gracious  ends,  and  wouldst  that  man  should 
mourn ! 

()  Thou,  whose  hands  this  goodly  fabric  framed. 

Who  know'st  it  best,  and  wouldst  that  man  should 
know ! 

What  is  this  sublunary  world?  a  vapour; 

A  vapour  all  it  holds ;  itself,  a  vapour  ; 

From  the  damp  bed  of  Chaos,  by  thy  beam 

Exhaled,  ordain'd  to  swim  its  destined  hour 

In  ambient  air,  then  melt  and  disappear. 

Earth's  days  are  nimiber'd,  nor  remote  her  doom; 

As  mortal,  though  less  transient,  than  her  sons ; 

15  2 
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Yet  they  dote  on  licr,  as  tlio  world  and  they 
"Were  both  eternal,  solid  ;  Thou  a  dream. 

They  dote,  on  what?  immortal  views  apart, 
A  region  ot"  onlsides  !  a  land  of  shadows  ! 
A  frnitlul  field  ot"  flowery  promises  ! 
A  wilderness  of  joys  !   )»erplex\l  with  donbts, 
And  sharp  with  thorns!  a  troid)led  oeian,  spread 
"With  bold  adventnrers,  their  all  on  board; 
No  second  hope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns; 
Frown  soon  it  mnst.     Of  various  rates  they  sail, 
Of  ensigns  various  ;  all  alike  in  this, 
All  restless,  anxious,  toss'd  with  ho|)es  and  fears 
In  calmest  skies  ;  obnoxious  all  to  storm, 
And  stormy  the  most  general  blast  of  life  : 
All  bound  for  Happiness  ;  yet  i'ew  provide 
The  chart  of  Knowledge,  pointing  where  it  lies. 
Or  Virtue's  helm,  to  shape  the  course  design'd : 
All,  more  or  less,  capricious  Fate  lament, 
Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  resorb'd, 
And  farther  from  their  wishes  than  before: 
All,  more  or  less,  against  each  other  dash, 
To  mutual  hurt,  by  gusts  of  passion  driven, 
And  suffering  more  from  folly  than  from  fate. 
Ocean  !  thou  dicadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man  ! 
Death's  capital,  where  most  he  domineers, 
\\  ith  all  his  chosen  terrors  frowning  round. 
(Though  lately  feasted  high  at  Albion's  cost') 
^Vide  opening,  and  loud  roaring  still  for  more! 
Too  faithful  mirror!  how  dost  thou  reflect 
The  melancholy  face  of  human  life  ! 
The  strong  resemblance  tempts  me  farther  still : 

'   Admiral  Balcheii,  &:c. 
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And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  struck 
By  moral  truth,  in  such  a  mirror  seen, 
AVhich  Nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  eye. 

Selt-riatter"d,  unexperienced,  high  in  hope, 
When  young,  with  sanguine  cheer  and  streamers 

gay, 

We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world. 
And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  star  our  friend ; 
All  in  some  darling  enterprise  embark'd: 
But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  event  ? 
Amid  a  multitude  of  artless  hands. 
Ruin's  sure  perquisite  !  her  law  ful  prize  ! 
Some  steer  aright,  but  the  black  blast  blows  hard. 
And  putl's  them  wide  of  Hope:  with  hearts  of  proof, 
Full  against  wind  and  tide,  some  win  their  way, 
And  when  strong  Effort  has  deserved  the  port. 
And  tugg'd  it  into  view,  'tis  won  !  'tis  lost! 
Though  strong  their  oar,  still  stronger  is  their  fate: 
They  strike  !  and,  while  they  triumph,  they  expire. 
In  stress  of  weather  most,  some  sink  outright; 
O'er  them,  and  o'er  their  names,  the  billows  close  ; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  born. 
Others  a  short  memorial  leave  behind. 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark  's  ingulf 'd ; 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
One  Ca;sar  lives ;  a  thousand  are  forgot. 
How  few,  beneath  auspicious  planets  born, 
(Darlings  of  l*ro\  i(len(;c  !   fond  I'ate's  elect !) 
With  swelling  sails  make  good  the  promised  port, 
\\\i\i  all  their  wishes  freighl(;d  !  yet  e'en  these. 
Freighted  with  all  their  wishes,  soon  complain  ; 
Free  from  misfortune,  not  from  Nature  free. 
They  still  are  men  ;  and  win  n  is  man  secure  ? 
As  fatal  time,  as  storm  !   the  rush  of  years 


12  THE  COMPLAINT.  N.  VIII. 

13eats  down  their  stiongtb ;  their  numberless  es- 
capes 
In  ruin  cud.     And  now  their  proud  success 
JJut  plants  new  terrors  on  the  victor's  brow : 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world,  just  made  their  own, 
Their  nest  so  (leeply  down'd,  and  built  so  high  ! 
Too  low  they  buihl,  who  build  beneath  the  stars. 

Woe  then  apart  (if  woe  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man),  and  Fortune  at  our  nod, 
The  gay!  rich!  great!  triumphant!  and  august ! 
What  are  they  ? — The  most  happy  (strange  to  say) 
Convince  me  most  of  human  misery. 
What  are  they  ?  smiling  wretches  of  to-morrow  ! 
More  wretched,  then,  than  e'er  their  slave  can  be, 
Their  treacherous  blessings,  at  the  day  of  need, 
Like  other  faithless  friends,  unmask  and  sting: 
'J'hen  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth  ! 
What  aggravated  impotence  in  power  ! 
High  titles,  then,  what  insult  of  their  pain  ! 
If  that  sole  anchor,  equal  to  the  waves, 
Immortal  Hope  !  defies  not  the  rude  storm. 
Takes  comfort  from  the  foaming  billow's  rage, 
And  makes  a  welcome  harbour  of  the  tomb. 

Is  this  a  sketch  of  what  thy  soul  admires? — 
'  But  here  (thou  say'st)  the  miseries  of  life 
Are  huddled  in  a  group  :  a  more  distinct 
Survey,  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  better  news.' 
Look  on  life's  stages  ;  they  speak  plainer  still ; 
The  plainer  they,  the  deeper  wilt  thou  sigh. 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy  ;  in  him  behold 
The  best  that  can  l)efall  the  best  on  earth  ; 
The  boy  has  virtue  by  his  mother's  side  : 
Yes,  on  Morello  look  :  a  father's  heart 
Is  tender,  though  the  man's  is  made  of  stone ; 
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The  truth,  through  such  a  medium  seen,  may  make 
Impression  deep,  and  fondness  prove  thy  friend. 

Florello  !  lately  cast  on  tiiis  rude  coast 
A  helpless  infant,  now  a  heedless  child. 
To  poor  Clarissas  throes  thy  care  succeeds; 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  severe  as  hate ! 
O'er  thy  soul's  joy  how  oft  thy  fondness  frowns  ! 
Needful  austerities  his  v.ill  restrain. 
As  thorns  fence  in  the  tender  plant  from  harm. 
As  yet,  his  Reason  cannot  go  alone. 
But  asks  a  sterner  nurse  to  lead  it  on. 
His  little  heart  is  often  terrified  ; 
The  l)lu^,h  of  inorning,  in  his  cheek,  turns  pale; 
Its  pearly  dew-drop  treinl)les  in  his  eye, 
J  lis  harnikss  eye  !  and  drowns  an  angel  there. 
Ah  !   what  avails  his  innocence?  the  task 
Enjoin'd  must  discipline  his  early  powers  ! 
He  learns  to  sigh,  ere  he  is  known  to  sin ; 
Guiltless,  and  sad  !  a  wretch  before  the  fall ! 
How  cruel  tliis  !   more  cruel  to  forbear. 
(Jur  nature  such,  with  necessary  |)ains 
\^'e  purchuso  prospects  of  precarious  peace  : 
Though  not  a  father,  this  might  steal  a  sigh. 

Suppose  him  disciplined  aright  (if  not, 
'Twill  sink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  still), 
Uijie  from  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty. 
He  leaps  enclosure,  bounds  into  the  world; 
'I'he  world  is  taki.ii,  after  ten  years'  toil, 
liike  aiicii;Mt  Iroy,  and  all  its  joys  his  own. 
Alas  !   lh«;  world  s  a  tutor  more  severe. 
Its  lessons  hard,  and  ill  d(s(r\e  his  [)ains; 
Intc  aching  all  his  virtuous  Nature  taught. 
Or  books  (fair  Virtue's  advocates)  inspired. 

I'or  who  receives  him  into  puldic  life? 
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Men  of  the  woiKl,  the  tense-filial  breed, 
^VcIcolne  the  uiotlost  istrangcr  to  their  sphere, 
(Which  ghttcr'd  lo!i<^-,  at  chstance,  in  his  sight) 
And  in  their  hospitable  arms  enclose  ; 
Men  who  think  noiiglit  so  strong  of  the  romance. 
So  rank  knight-errant,  as  a  real  friend ; 
3Ien  tiiat  act  up  to  Reason's  golden  rule. 
All  weakness  of  atlection  quite  subdued  ; 
Men  that  would  blush  at  being  thought  sincere. 
And  feign,  for  glory,  the  few  laults  they  want; 
That  love  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well, 
As  if,  to  them.  Vice  shone  her  own  reward. 

Lorenzo  !  canst  thou  bear  a  shocking  sight  ? 
Such,  for  Florello's  sake,  'twill  now  appear. 
See  the  steel'd  files  of  season'd  veterans, 
Train'dto  the  world,  in  burnish'd  falsehood  bright ; 
Deep  in  the  fatal  stratagems  of  peace. 
All  soft  sensation,  in  the  throng,  rubb'd  oil'; 
AH  their  keen  purpose  in  politeness  sheath'd  ; 
His  friends  eternal — during  interest ; 
His  foes  implacable — when  worth  their  while; 
At  war  with  every  welfare  but  their  own  ; 
As  wise  as  Lucifer,  and  half  as  good  ; 
And  by  whom  none,  l)ut  Lucifer,  can  gain — 
Naked  through  these,  (so  common  Fate  ordains) 
Naked  of  heart,  his  cruel  course  he  runs, 
Stung  out  of  all  most  amiable  in  life,        [feign'd  ; 
Prompt  truth,  and  open  thought,  and  smiles  un- 
Afi'ection,  as  his  species  wide  diffused. 
Noble  presumptions  to  mankind's  renown. 
Ingenuous  trust,  and  conlidence  of  love. 

These  claims  to  joy  (if  mortals  joy  might  claim) 
Will  cost  him  many  a  sigh,  till  time  and  pains, 
From  the  slow  mistress  of  this  school,  Experience, 
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And  her  assistant,  pausing:,  pale  Distrust, 
Purchase  a  dear-bought  clew  to  lead  his  youth 
Through  serpentine  obliquities  of  life, 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  of  human  hearts. 
And  happy!  if  the  clew  shall  come  so  cheap. 
For  while  we  learn  to  fence  with  public  guilt. 
Full  oft  we  feel  its  foul  contagion  too. 
If  less  than  heavenly  virtue  is  our  guard. 
Thus  a  strange  kind  of  cursed  necessity 
Brings  down  the  sterling  temper  of  his  soul, 
By  base  allov,  to  bear  the  c«irrent  stamp. 
Below  call'd  Wisdom  ;  sinks  him  into  safety, 
And  brands  him  into  credit  with  the  world, 
AVhere  specious  titles  dignify  disgrace, 
And  Nature's  injuries  are  arts  of  life  ; 
Where  brighter  Kcason  prompts  to  bolder  crimes, 
And  heavenly  talents  make  infernal  hearts, 
That  unsurmountable  extreme  of  guilt ! 

Poor  Machiavel!  who  labour'd  hard  his  plan. 
Forgot  that  Genius  need  not  go  to  school; 
Forgot  that  man,  without  a  tutor  wise, 
His  plan  had  practised  long  before  'twas  writ. 
The  world  's  all  title-page;  there's  no  contents. 
l"he  world's  all  face  :  the  man  who  shows  his  heart 
Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  scorn'd. 
A  man  1  knew,  who  lived  upon  a  smile. 
And  well  it  fed  him;   he  look'd  plump  and  fair, 
While  rankest  venou)  t'oani'd  tliroui;h  every  vein. 
n^)renzo!  what  \  tell  thee  take  not  ill;) 
Living,  he  fawn'd  on  every  fool  alive  ; 
And,  dying,  cursed  the  friend  on  whom  he  lived. 
To  such  proficients  thou  art  half  a  saint! 
In  foreign  realms  (for  thou  hast  travel'd  far) 
How  curious  to  contemplate  two  state  rooks. 
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Studious  their  nests  to  featlier  in  a  trice, 
\Vitli  all  the  nccromantics  of  their  art, 
Playing  the  game  of  faces  on  each  other, 
Making  court  sweetmeats  of  their  latent  gall. 
In  foolish  hope  to  steal  each  other's  trust; 
Both  cheating,  both  exulting,  both  deceived, 
And,  sometimes,  both  (let  earth  rejoice)  undone! 
Their  purls  we  doubt  not,  but  be  that  their  shame. 
Shall  men  of  talents,  tit  to  rule  mankind. 
Stoop  to  mean  wiles  that  would  disgrace  a  fool; 
And  lose  the  thaidvs  of  those  few  friends  they  serve  ? 
For  who  can  thank  the  man  he  cannot  see  ? 

Why  so  much  cover?  it  defeats  itself. 
Ye  that  know  all  things !  know  ye  not  men's  hearts 
Are  therefore  known,  because  they  are  conceal'd? 
For  why  conceai'd  ? — the  cause  they  need  not  tell. 
1  give  him  joy  that's  awkward  at  a  lie  ; 
"Whose  feeble  nature  Truth  keeps  still  in  awe; 
His  incapacity  is  his  renown. 
'Tis  great,  'tis  manly,  to  disdain  disguise ; 
It  shows  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength. 
Thou  say'st  'tis  needful !  is  it  therefore  right? — 
Howe'er,  I  grant  it  some  small  sign  of  grace 
To  strain  at  an  excuse  :  and  wouldst  thou,  then. 
Escape  that  cruel  need?  thou  may'st  with  ease; 
Think  no  post  needful  that  demands  a  knave. 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  shifting  hands. 
So  Pelham  thought :  think  better  if  you  can. 

But  this  how  rare!  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty : — yet  allow  that  dirt  its  due, 
It  makes  the  noble  mind  more  noble  still. 
The  world's  no  neuter;  it  will  wound  or  save  ; 
Our  virtue  quench,  or  indignation  tire. 
You  say  the  world,  well  known,  will  make  a  man. — • 
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The  world,  well  known,  will  give  our  hearts  to 

Heaven, 
Or  make  us  demons,  long  before  we  die. 

To  show  how  fair  the  world,  thy  mistress,  shines. 
Take  either  part ;   snre  ills  attend  the  choice; 
Sure,  thouiih  not  equal,  detriment  ensues. 
Not  \  irtues  sell"  is  deified  on  earth  ; 
Virtue  has  her  relapses,  contiicts,  toes ; 
Foes  that  ne'er  fail  to  make  her  feel  their  hate. 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  set  of  pains. 
True  friends  to  virtue,  last  and  least  complain  ; 
But  if  they  sigh,  can  others  hope  to  smile  ? 
If  ^\  isdom  has  her  miseries  to  mourn, 
How  can  poor  Folly  lead  a  happy  life? 
And  if  both  sutler,  what  has  earth  to  boast, 
Where  he  most  ha])py  who  the  least  laments? 
^^'heremuch,  much  patience, the  most  envied  state, 
And  some  forgiveness,  needs,  the  best  of  friends  ? 
For  friend  or  happy  life,  who  looks  not  higher. 
Of  neither  shall  he  find  the  shadow  here. 

The  world's  sworn  advocate,  without  a  fee, 
Loren/o  smartly,  with  a  sniih^,  replies: 
'  Thus  far  thy  song  is  right,  and  all  must  own 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  set  of  pains: — 
And  joys  peculiar  who  to  Vice  denies? 
If  vice  it  is  with  Nature  to  comply : 
If  pride  and  sense  are  so  predominant. 
To  check,  not  overcome  them,  makes  a  saint. 
Can  Nature  in  a  ])lainer  voice  proclaim 
Pleasure  and  glory,  the  chief  good  of  man  ?' 

(>an  Pride  and  Sensuality  rejoice? 
From  purity  of  thought  all  pleasure  springs, 
And  from  an  humble  spirit  all  our  peace. 
Ambition,  Pleasure  !  let  us  talk  of  these  ; 

45.  <• 
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Of  these  the  Porch  and  Academy  talk'd  ; 
Of  these  each  following-  ago  had  much  to  say, 
Yet  unexhausted,  still,  the  needful  theme. 
Who  talks  of  these,  to  mankind  all  at  once 
Tie  talks  ;  for  where  the  saint  from  either  free? 
Arc  these  thy  refuge  ? — No  ;  these  rush  upon  thee. 
Thy  vitals  seize,  and,  vulture-like,  devour: 
I'll  try  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
Prometheus  !  from  this  barren  ball  of  earth, 
If  Reason  can  unchain  thee,  thou  art  free. 

And  first,  thy  Caucasus,  Ambition,  calls ; 
Mountain  of  torments  !  eminence  of  woes  ! 
Of  courted  woes  !  and  courted  through  mistake  ! 
'Tis  not  ambition  charms  thee ;  'tis  a  cheat 

Will  make  tliee  start,  as  H at  his  Moor. 

Dost  grasp  at  greatness  ?  first  know  what  it  is. 
Think'st  thou  thy  greatness  in  distinction  lies  ? 
Not  in  the  feather,  wave  it  e'er  so  high. 
By  Fortune  stuck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng. 
Is  glory  lodged  :  'tis  lodged  in  the  reverse  ; 
Is  that  which  joins,  in  that  which  equals  all. 
The  monarch  and  his  slave, — '  a  deathless  soul, 
Unbounded  prospect,  and  immortal  kin, 
A  Father-God,  and  brothers  in  the  skies ;' 
Elder,  indeed,  in  time,  but  less  remote 
In  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man. 
Why  greater  what  can  fall  than  what  can  rise? 

If  still  delirious,  now,  Lorenzo  !  go. 
And,  with  thy  full-blown  brothers  of  the  world. 
Throw  scorn  around  thee  ;  cast  it  on  thy  slaves, 
Thy  slaves  and  equals.     How  scorn  cast  on  them 
Rebounds  on  thee  !     If  man  is  mean,  as  man. 
Art  thou  a  god  ?  if  Fortune  makes  him  so. 
Beware  the  consequence  :  a  maxim  that 
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"Which  draws  a  monstrous  picture  of  mankind, 
AVhere,  in  the  drapery,  the  man  is  lost; 
Externals  fluttering,  and  the  soul  forgot. 
Thy  greatest  glory,  when  disposed  to  boast. 
Boast  that  aloud  in  which  thy  servants  share. 

We  wisely  strip  the  steed  we  mean  to  buy. 
Judge  we,  in  their  caparisons,  of  men  ? 
It  nought  avails  thee  where,  but  what,  thou  art. 
All  the  distinctions  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man. 
"When  through  Death's  straights   Earth's  subtle 

serpents  creep, 
"Which  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown, 
As  crooked  Satan  the  forbidden  tree. 
They  leave  their  party-colour'd  robe  behind, 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Their  brazen  crests,  and  hiss  at  us  below. 
Of  Fortune's  fucus  strip  them,  yet  alive. 
Strip  them  of  body  too ;   nay,  closer  still. 
Away  with  all  but  moral  in  their  minds. 
And  let  what  then  remains  impose  their  name. 
Pronounce  them  weak  or  worthy,  great  or  mean. 
How  mean  that  snutf  of  glory  Fortune  lights, 
And  Death  puts  out !  Dost  thou  demand  a  test, 
A  test,  at  once,  infallible  and  short, 
Of  real  greatness  ?  that  man  greatly  lives, 
"Whate'er  his  fate  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies; 
lligh-thish'dwith  hope  where  heroes  shall  despair. 
Tf  this  a  true  criterion,  many  courts, 
Illustiious,  might  aiford  but  few  grandees. 

The'  Almighty,  from  his  throne,  on  earth  sur- 
veys 
Nought  greater  than  an  honest,  humble  heart; 
An  humble  heart,  his  residence!  j)ronounced 
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J I  is  second  seat,  ami  rival  to  the  skies. 
I'lic  |nivato  path,  the  secret  acts  of  men, 
It' noble,  tar  the  noblest  of  our  lives! 
How  far  above  Lorenzo's  glory  sits 
The'  illustrious  master  of  a  name  unknown? 
Whose  worth  unrival'd,  and  uiiwitness'd,  loves 
Life's  sacred  shades,  where  gods  converse  with 
men,  [smiles ; 

And    peace,   beyond    the    world's    conceptions. 
As  thou  (now  dark)  before  we  part  shalt  see. 

But  thy  great  soul  this  skulking  glory  scorns: 
Lorenzo's  sick,  but  when  Lorenzo's  seen, 
And  when  he  shrugs  at  public  business,  lies. 
Denied  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice. 
As  if  he  lived  on  others'  breath,  lie  dies. 
I'ain  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedestal. 
Mankind  the  gazers,  the  sole  figure  he. 
Knows  he,  that  mankind  praise  against  their  will. 
And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can  ? 
Knows  he,  that  faithless  Tame  her  whisper  has. 
As  well  as  trumpet?  that  his  vanity 
Is  so  much  tickled,  from  not  hearing  all  ? 
Knows  this  ali-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praise. 
Or  from  an  itch  more  sordid,  when  he  shines, 
Taking  his  country  by  live  hundred  ears. 
Senates  at  once  admire  him  and  despise. 
With  modest  laughter  lining  loud  applause. 
Which  makes  the  smile  more  mortal  to  his  fame? 
His' fame  which  (like  the  mighty  Cassar)  crown'd 
With  laurels,  in  full  senate,  greatly  falls, 
By  seeming  friends,  that  honour  and  destroy. 
We  rise  in  glory  as  we  sink  in  pride  : 
Where  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins ; 
And  yet,  mistaken  beyond  all  mistake. 


virtle's  apology.  21 

The  blind  Lorenzo's  proud — of  being  proud, 
And  dreams  himself  ascending,  iu  his  fall. 

An  emineuce,  though  fancied,  turns  the  brain ; 
All  vice  wants  hellebore  ;  but  of  all  vice 
Pride  loudest  calls,  and  for  the  largest  bowl ; 
Because,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  flies. 
In  fact,  the  point  in  fancy  most  pursued. 
"Who  court  applause  oblige  the  world  in  this  ; 
They  gratify  man's  passion  to  refuse. 
Superior  honour,  when  assumed,  is  lost: 
E'en  good  men  turn  banditti,  and  rejoice, 
Like  Kouli-Kan,  in  plunder  of  the  proud. 

Though  somewhat  disconcerted,  steady  still 
To  the  world's  cause  ;  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 
Lorenzo  cries, — '  Be,  then.  Ambition  cast; 
Ambition's  dearer  far  stands  uuirapeach'd, 
Gay  Pleasure!  proud  And)ition  is  her  slave; 
For  her  he  soars  at  great,  and  hazards  ill ; 
For  her  he  tights,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes. 
And  paves  his  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  her 
smile.  [renzo ! 

Who  can  resist  her  charms?' — Or  should?   Lo- 
What  mortal  shall  resist  where  angels  yield? 
Pleasure's  the  mistress  of  etherial  powers; 
For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above  ; 
Pleasure's  the  mistress  of  the  world  below. 
And  well  it  is  for  man  that  Pleasure  charms; 
How  would  all  stagnate  but  for  Pleasure's  ray ! 
How  would  the  frozen  stream  of  action  cease ! 
'What  is  the  pulse  of  this  so  busy  world  ^ 
The  love  of  pleasure  :  that,  tiirough  every  vein. 
Throws  motion,  warmth,  and  shuts  out  death  from 
life. 

Though  various  arc  the  tempers  of  mankind, 

c  2 
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Pleasure's  gay  family  lioKIs  all  in  chains. 
Some  most  allcct  tlie  l)lac!<,  and  some  the  fair; 
Some  honest  |>!easnrt;  eonit,  and  some  obscene. 
Pleasnies  obscene  are  various,  as  the  throng 
Of  passions  that  can  err  in  human  liearts, 
Mistake  their  objects,  or  transgress  their  bounds. 
Think  you  there's  but  one  whoredom?  whoredom 
]Jut  when  our  reason  licenses  deliuht.  [all, 

Dost  doubt,  Lorenzo  ? — thou  shalt  tloubt  no  more. 
Thy  father  cliides  thy  gallantries,  yet  hugs 
An  ugly,  conunon  harlot  in  the  dark, 
A  rank  adulterer  with  others'  gold; 
And  that  hag,  Vengeance,  in  a  corner  charms. 
Hatred  her  brothel  has,  as  well  as  Love, 
Where  horrid  epicures  debauch  in  blood. 
Whate'er  the  motive,  Pleasure  is  the  mark  : 
For  her  the  black  assassin  draw  s  his  sword  ; 
Tor  her  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight  lamp, 
To  which  no  single  sacrifice  may  fall; 

Tor  her  the  saint  aljstains,  the  miser  starves; 
The  stoic  proud,  for  Pleasure,  pleasure  scorn'd; 
For  her  Affliction's  daughters  grief  indulge. 

And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears ; 

For  her  guilt,  shame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy, 

And,  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  rush  on  death : 

Thus  universal  her  despotic  power! 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praise  is  just. 

Patron  of  Pleasure  !  Doter  on  delight! 
•  I  am  thy  rival ;  pleasure  I  profess  ; 

Pleasure  the  purpose  of  my  gloomy  song. 

Pleasure  is  nought  but  Virtue's  gayer  name; 

I  wrong  her  still,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low  : 

Virtue  the  root,  and  pleasure  is  the  tiower; 

And  honest  Epicurus'  foes  were  fools. 
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But  this  sounds  harsh,  and  gives  the  wise  of- 
fence, 
If  o'erstrain'd  wisdom  still  retains  the  name. 
How  knits  Austerity  her  cloudy  brow. 
And  blames,  as  bold  and  hazardous,  the  praise 
Of  pleasure,  to  mankind  unpraised,  too  dear! 
Ye  modern  stoics  !  hear  my  soft  reply  ; 
Their  senses  men  will  trust  :  we  can't  impose, 
Or,  if  we  could,  is  imposition  right? 
Own  honey  sweet;  but,  owning,  add  this  sting, 
'  When  mix'd  with  poison  it  is  deadly  too.' 
Truth  never  was  indebted  to  a  lie. 
Is  nought  but  virtue  to  be  praised  as  good  ? 
Why  then  is  health  preferr'd  before  disease? 
What  Nature  loves  is  good,  without  our  leave ; 
And  where  no  future  drawback  cries,  '  Beware,' 
Pleasure,  though  not  from  virtue,  should  prevail : 
'Tis  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  Heaven. 
How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  unenjoy'd! 
The  love  of  Pleasure  is  man's  eldest-born, 
Born  in  his  cradle,  living  to  his  tond> ; 
"Wisdom,  her  younger  sister,  though  more  grave, 
"Was  meant  to  minister,  and  not  to  mar, 
Imperial  Pleasure,  queen  of  human  hearts. 

Lorenzo  I  thou,  her  majesty's  renown'd. 
Though  uncoift  counsel,  learned  in  the  world! 
\\\\n  tliinkst  tliyself  a  IMtirray,  with  disdain 
Mayst  luok  on  me  :  yet,  my  Demosthenes  ! 
Canst  thou  plead  I'leasure's  cause  as  well  as  I? 
Know'stthou  her  natur<',  purpose,  parentage? 
Attend  my  song,  and  thou  shall  know  them  all; 
And  know  tliyself;  and  know  tliyself  to  be 
(Strange  truth!)  the  most  abstemious  man  alive. 
Tell  not  Calista,  she  will  laugh  thee  tlead, 
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Or  send  thee  to  her  hermitage  with  L . 

Absurd  presumption  !  ihou,  who  never  kuevv'st 

A  serious  thouglit !  shall  tiiou  dare  dream  of  joy? 

No  man  e'er  found  a  happy  hfo  by  chance, 

Or  yawn'd  it  into  being  with  a  wish  : 

Or  with  a  snout  of  grovohng  Appetite 

l^Ver  smelt  it  out,  and  grubb'd  it  from  the  dirt. 

An  art  it  is,  and  must  be  learn 'd;  and  learn'd 

AVith  iniiemitting  efl'ort,  or  be  lost, 

And  leaves  us  perfect  blockheads  in  our  bliss. 

The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 

Wealth   may   seek   us ;    but   Wisdom   must  be 

sought ; 
Sought  before  all ;  but  (how  unlike  all  else 
We  seek  on  earth !)  'tis  never  sought  in  vain. 

First,  Pleasure's  birth,  rise,  strength,  and  gran- 
deur, see  : 
Brought  forth  by  Wisdom,  nursed  by  Discipline, 
By  Patience  taught,  by  Perseverance  crown'd, 
she  rears  her  head  majestic ;  round  her  throne. 
Erected  in  the  bosom  of  the  just. 
Each  virtue,  listed,  forms  her  manly  guard. 
For  what  are  virtues  ?  (formidable  name  !) 
What  but  the  fountain  or  defence  of  joy? 
Why  then  commanded  ?  need  mankind  commands. 
At  once  to  merit  and  to  make  their  bliss ! — 
Great  Legislator!  scarce  so  great  as  kind! 
If  men  are  rational,  and  love  delight. 
Thy  gracious  law  but  flatters  human  choice : 
In  the  transgression  lies  the  penalty ; 
And  they  the  most  indulge  who  most  obey. 

Of  Pleasure,  next,  the  final  cause  explore ; 
Its  mighty  purpose,  its  important  end. 
Not  to  turn  human  brutal,  but  to  build 
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Divine  on  human.  Pleasure  came  from  Heaven  : 
In  aid  to  Reason  was  the  goddess  sent, 
To  call  up  all  its  strength  by  such  a  charm. 
Pleasure,  tirst,  succours  Virtue  ;  in  return, 
Virtue  gives  Pleasure  an  eternal  reign. 
AVhat  but  the  pleasure  of  food,  friendship,  faith, 
Supports  life  natural,  civil,  and  divine? 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  repast  we  live  ; 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  applause  we  please; 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  belief  we  pray  ; 
(All  prayer  would  cease,  if  uubelievcd  the  prize) 
It  serves  ourselves,  our  species,  and  our  God  ; 
And  to  serve  more  is  past  the  sphere  of  man. 
Glide  then,  for  ever.  Pleasure's  sacred  stream  ! 
Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 
And  fosters  every  growth  of  happy  life  ; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows, — but  such 
As  must  be  lost,  Lorenzo  !  by  thy  fall. 

'^^  hat  mean  I  by  thy  fall  f—Tiiou 'It  shortly  see, 
^A'hiie  Pleasure's  nature  is  at  large  display 'd. 
Already  sung  her  origin  and  ends  : 
Those  glorious  ends  by  Uiiu!,  or  by  degree, 
"When  Pleasure  violates,  'tis  then  a  vice, 
And  vengeance  too  ;  it  hastens  into  pain. 
Erom  due  refreshment  life,  health,  reason,  joy ; 
From  wild  excess  pain,  grief,  distraction,  death; 
Heaven's  justice  this  proclaims,  and  that  her  love. 
A\'liat  greater  <  vil  c:m  J  v.isli  my  foe, 
'I'lian  this  full  draught  ui'  ph^asure  from  a  cask 
I  iiliroaeli'd  hyjust  authority,  ungaged 
jjy  temperance,  by  reason  unrc  fuK.d  ? 
A  thousand  demons  lurk  within  the  lee. 
Heaven,  others,  and  ourselves  !  uninjured  these, 
Urink  deep ;  the  deeper,  then,  the  more  divine  : 
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Angels  are  angels  from  indulgence  there. 
Tis  unre|)C'nling  pleasure  makes  a  god  ! 

Dost  tiiiiik  thyself  a  god  from  other  joys? 
A  victim  rather  !  shortly,  sure  to  bleed. 
The  wrong  must  mourn.    Can  Heaven's  appoint- 
ments fail  1 
Can  man  outwit  Omnipotence?  strike  out 
A  self-wrought  happiness,  unmeant  by  Him 
^Vho  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy  ? 
^^'ho  forms  an  instrument  ordains  from  whence 
Its  dissonance  or  harmony  shall  rise. 
Heaven  bid  the  soul  tliis  mortal  frame  inspire  ; 
Bid  Virtue's  ray  divine  inspire  the  soul 
With  unprecarious  flows  of  vital  joy; 
And  without  breathing  man  as  well  might  hope 
For  life,  as,  without  piety,  for  peace. 

'  Is  virtue,  then,  and  i)iety  the  same  V — 
TsTo  ;  pii.'ty  is  more  ;  'tis  Virtue's  source, 
Mother  of  every  wortli,  as  that  of  joy. 
Men  of  the  world  this  doctrine  ill  digest; 
They  smile  at  piety,  yet  boast  aloud 
'  Good-will  to  men,'  nor  know  they  strive  to  part 
What  Nature  joins,  and  thus  confute  themselves. 
AVith  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth; 
'Tis  tlie  first  born  of  Rationality  ! 
Conscience,  her  first  law  broken,  wounded  lies  ; 
Enfeebled,  lifeless,  impotent  to  good. 
A  feign'd  affection  bounds  her  utmost  power. 
Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  the' Almighty's  sake: 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man. 
Some  sinister  intent  taints  all  he  does, 
And  in  his  kindest  actions  he  's  unkind. 

On  piety  humanity  is  built. 
And  on  humanity  much  happiness; 
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And  yet  still  more  on  piety  itself. 

A  soul  in  commerce  \vith  her  God  is  heaven  ; 

Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  shocks  of  life. 

The  whirls  of  passions,  and  the  strokes  of  heart. 

A  Deity  believed,  is  joy  begun  : 

A  Deity  adored,  is  joy  advanced  ; 

A  Deity  beloved,  is  joy  matured  ! 

Each  branch  of  piety  delight  inspires ; 

Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  next. 

O'er  Death's  dark  gulf,  and  all  its  horror  hides  : 

Praise,  the  sweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 

That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  sweeter  still  : 

Prayer  ardent  opens  Heaven,  lets  down  a  stream 

Of  glory  on  the  consecrated  hour 

Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity! 

"Who  worships  the  great  God,  that  instant  joins 

The  first  in  heaven,  and  sets  his  foot  on  hell. 

Lorenzo !  when  wast  thou  at  church  before  ? 
Thou  think'st  the  service  long;  but  is  it  just ? — 
Though  jiist,  unwelcome.  Thou  hadst  rather  tread 
Unhallow'd  ground  :  the  Muse,  to  win  thine  ear. 
Must  take  an  air  less  solemn.     She  complies. 
Good  Conscience  !  at  the  sound  the  world  retires  ; 
Verse  disatlects  it,  and  Lorenzo  smiles  ; 
Yet  has  she  her  seraglio  full  of  charms. 
And  such  as  age  shall  heighten,  not  impair. 
Art  thou  (hjccted?  is  lliy  mind  o'ercast ? 
Amid  her  fair  ones  thou  the  fairest  choose 
To  chase  thy  gloom. — 'Go,  fix  some  weighty  truth ; 
Chain  down  some  passion ;  do  some  generous  good ; 
Teach  Ignorance  to  see,  or  Grief  to  smile; 
Correct  thy  friend  ;  befriend  thy  greatest  foe 
Or,  with  warm  heart  and  confidence  divine. 
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Spiii)<;![  up,  ami  lay  strong  liold  oti  Him  who  made 

tlK'C' 

Tliy  gloom  is  scattorM,  sprightly  spirits  flow. 
Though  wither'd  is  thy  vino,  and  harp  tmstrung. 

Dost  call  the  bowl,  the  viol,  and  the  dance. 
Loud  mirth,  mad  laughter?   >)' retched  comforters! 
Physicians!   more  than  half  of  thy  disease  ! 
Laughter,  though  never  censured  yet  as  sin, 
(Pardon  a  thought  that  only  seems  severe) 
Is  half-immoral,  is  it  much  indulged. 
By  venting  splee4),  or  dissipating  thought. 
It  shows  a  scorner,  or  it  makes  a  fool. 
And  sins;  as  hurting  others,  or  ourselves. 
'Tis  pride,  or  emptiness,  applies  the  straw 
That  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  effuse ; 
Of  grief  approaching  the  portentous  sign  ! 
The  house  of  laughter  makes  a  house  of  woe. 
A  man  triumphant  is  a  monstrous  sight ; 
A  man  dejected  is  a  sight  as  mean. 
What  cause  for  triumph,  where  such  ills  abound? 
What  for  dtjection,  where  presides  a  Power 
Who  call'd  us  into  being — to  be  bless'd  ? 
So  grieve,  as  conscious  grief  may  rise  to  joy: 
So  joy,  as  conscious  joy  to  grief  may  fall. 
Most  true,  a  wise  man  never  will  be  sad ; 
But  neither  will  sonorous,  bubbling  mirth, 
A  shallow  stream  of  happiness  betray ; 
Too  happy  to  be  sportive,  he's  serene. 

Yet  wouldst  thou  laugh  (butatthy  ownexpense) 
This  counsel  strange  should  I  presume  to  give — 
'  Retire,  and  read  thy  Bible,  to  be  gay.' 
There  truths  abound  of  sovereign  aid  to  peace  : 
Ah !  do  not  prize  them  less  because  inspired. 
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As  thou  and  thine  are  apt  and  proud  to  do. 
If  not  inspired,  that  pregnant  page  had  stood. 
Time's  treasure  I  and  the  wonder  of  the  wise  ! 
Thou  think'st,  perhaps,  thy  soul  alone  at  stake : 
Alas  ! — should  men  mistake  thee  for  a  fool ;  — 
What  man  of  taste  for  genius,  wisdom,  truth. 
Though  tender  of  thy  fame,  could  interpose  ? 
Believe  me,  sense,  here,  acts  a  double  part. 
And  the  true  critic  is  a  Christian  too. 

But  these,  thou  think'st,are  gloomy  pathsto  joy. 
True  joy  in  sunshine  ne'er  was  found  at  first. 
They  first  themselves  offend  who  greatly  please. 
And  travel  only  gives  us  sound  repose. 

Heaven  sells  all  pleasure ;  effort  is  the  price. 
The  joys  of  concjuest  are  the  joys  of  man  ; 
And  Glory  the  victorious  laurel  spreads 

O'er  Pleasure's  pure,  perpetual,  placid  stream. 
There  is  a  time  when  toil  must  be  preferr'd. 

Or  joy,  by  mistimed  fondness,  is  undone. 

A  man  of  pleasure  is  a  man  of  pains. 

Thou  wilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  bless'd. 

False  joys,  indeed,  are  born  from  want  of  thought ; 

From  thought's  full  bent  and  energy  the  true ; 

And  that  demands  a  mind  in  cfiual  poize, 

llemote  from  gloomy  grief  and  glaring  joy. 

Much  joy  not  only  speaks  small  happiness. 

But  happiness  that  sliorlly  must  expire. 

('an  jov,  unbottom'd  in  reflection,  stand? 

And,  in  a  tempest,  can  reflection  live? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  secure  itself  an  hour? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accidiiit  unshock'd  ? 

Or  ope  the  door  to  hon(;st  Poverty  ? 

<  )r  talk  with  threatening  Death, and  not  turn  pale? 

In  such  a  world,  and  such  a  nature,  these 
45.  i> 
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Are  neodfiil  fiindainoiifals  of  tlcligiit : 
These  f'mulamontals  give  delight  indeed; 
Delight  j)iiie,  delicate,  and  durable; 
Delight  nnshaken,  mascidine,  divine  ; 
A  constant  and  a  sound,  but  serious  joy. 

Is  Joy  the  daughter  of  Severity? 
It  is: — yet  far  my  doctrine  from  severe. 
'  Rejoice  for  ever  :'  it  becomes  a  man  ; 
l-lxalts,  and  sets  him  nearer  to  the  gods. 
'  Rejoice  for  ever,  (Nature  cries)  Rejoice !' 
And  drinks  to  man  in  her  nectareons  cup, 
Mix'd  up  of  delicatcs  for  every  sense; 
To  the  great  Founder  of  the  boiinteous  feast 
Drinks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  praise  ; 
And  he  that  ^vill  not  pledge  her  is  a  churl. 
Ill  firmly  to  siij)port,  good  fully  taste, 
Is  the  whole  sciriice  of  felicity  : 
Yet,  sparing,  pledge  ;  her  bowl  is  not  the  best 
Mankind  can  boast. — '  A  rational  repast. 
Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms, 
A  military  discipline  of  thought. 
To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubtful  field. 
And  ever-waking  ardour  for  the  right.' 
'Tis  these  first  give,  then  guard,  a  cheerful  heart. 
Nought,  that  is  right,  thiidi  little  ;  well  aware 
What  Reason  bids,  God  bids  :  by  his  command 
How  aggrandized  the  smallest  thing  we  do ! 
Thus  nothing  is  insipid  to  the  wise  ; 
To  thee  insipid  all  but  what  is  mad, 
Joys  season'd  high,  and  tasting  strong  of  guilt. 

*  Mad !  (thou  reply'st,  with  indignation  fired) 
Of  ancient  sages  proud  to  tread  the  steps, 
I  follow  Nature.' — Follow  Nature  still, 
But  look  it  be  thine  own.     Is  Conscience,  then. 
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No  part  of  Nature  ?  is  she  not  supreme  ? 
Thou  regicide  !  O  raise  her  from  the  dead ! 
Then  follow  Nature,  and  resemble  God. 

When,  spite  of  conscience,  pleasure  is  pursued, 
Man's  nature  is  unnaturally  pleased; 
And  what's  unnatural  is  painful  too 
At  intervals,  and  must  disgust  e'en  thee  ! 
The  fact  thou  know'st ;  but  not,  perhaps,  the  cause. 
Virtue's  foundations  with  the  world's  were  laid : 
Heaven  mix'd  herwithour  make,  and  twisted  close 
Her  sacred  interests  with  the  strings  of  life : 
Who  breaks  her  awful  mandate  shocks  himself. 
His  better  self:  and  is  it  greater  pain 
Our  soul  should  murmur,  or  our  dust  repine  ? 
And  one,  in  tlifir  eternal  war,  must  bleed. 

If  one  must  suticr,  which  should  least  be  spared? 
The  pains  of  mind  surpass  the  pains  of  sense  : 
Ask,  then,  the  Gout,  what  torment  is  in  guilt? — 
The  joys  of  sense  to  mental  joys  are  mean  : 
Sense  on  the  present  only  feeds :  the  soul 
On  past  and  t'uture  forages  for  joy  : 
'Tis  hers,  by  retrospect,  through  time  to  range. 
And  forward  Time's  great  sequel  to  survey. 
Could  human  courts  take  vengeance  on  the  mind. 
Axes  might  rust,  and  racks  and  gibbets  fall. 
Guard  then  thy  mind,  and  leave  the  rest  to  Fate  ! 

Lorenzo  !  wilt  thou  never  be  a  man? 
The  man  is  dead  who  lor  the  botly  lives, 
Lured  by  the  beating  of  his  pulse,  to  list 
\\  ith  every  lust  that  wars  against  his  peace. 
And  sets  him  (juite  at  variance  with  himself. 
Thyscilf  (irst  know,  then  love  :  a  self  there  is. 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms  : 
A  self  there  is,  as  fond  of  every  vice. 
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While  every  virtue  woiiiuls  it  to  the  heart; 

Humility  degrades  it,  Justice  rohs, 

IJless'd  Bounty  bcngars  it,  fair  Truth  betrays, 

And  godlike  Magnanimity  destroys. 

This  self,  when  rival  to  the  former,  scorn  ; 

When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat. 

Defend  it,  i\'(.-i\  it : — but  when  Virtue  bids, 

Toss  it  or  to  the  fowls  or  to  the  flames. 

And  why?  'tis  love  of  pleasure  bids  thee  bleed: 

Comply,  or  o.vn  self-love  extinct,  or  blind. 

For  what  is  vice  ? — Self-love  in  a  mistake  : 
A  poor  blind  merchant  buying  joys  too  dear. 
And  virtue  what  ?  'tis  Self-love  in  her  wits, 
Quite  skilful  in  the  market  of  delight. 
Self-love's  good  sense  is  love  of  that  dread  Power 
l^Voni  whom  herself,  and  all  she  can  enjoy. 
Other  self-love  is  but  disguised  self-hate, 
More  mortal  than  the  malice  of  our  foes  ; 
A  self-hate  now  scarce  felt,  then  felt  full  sore, 
When  being  cursed,  extinction  loud-implored, 
And  every  thing  preferr'd  to  what  we  are. 

Yet  this  self-love  Lorenzo  makes  his  choice, 
And,  in  this  choice  triumphant,  boasts  of  joy. 
How  is  his  want  of  happiness  betray 'd 
By  disatlection  to  the  present  hour  ! 
Imagination  wanders  far  a-field  ; 
The  future  pleases  :  why  ?  the  present  pains. — 
*  J3ut  that's  a  secret.' — Yes,  which  all  men  know. 
And  know  from  thee,  discover'd  unawares. 
Thy  ceaseless  agitation,  restless  rolls 
From  cheat  to  cheat,  impatient  of  a  pause. 
What  is  it  ^ — 'Tis  the  cradle  of  the  soul, 
From  Instinct  sent,  to  rock  her  in  disease. 
Which  her  physician,  Reason,  will  not  cure. 
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A  poor  expedient !  yet  tliy  best ;  and  while 
It  mitigates  thy  pain,  it  owns  it  too. 

Such  are  Lorenzo's  wretched  remedies  ! 
The  weak  have  remedies,  the  wise  have  joys. 
Superior  wisdom  is  superior  bhss. 
And  what  sure  mark  distinguishes  the  wise  ? 
Consistent  \Visdom  ever  wills  the  same  ; 
Thy  fickle  wish  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
Sick  of  herself  is  Folly's  character. 
As  Wisdom's  is  a  modest  self-applause. 
A  change  of  evils  is  thy  good  supreme. 
Nor  but  in  motion  canst  thou  find  thy  rest. 
Man's  greatest  strength  is  shown  in  standing  still. 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 
False  Pleasure  from  abroad  her  joys  imports  ; 
llich  from  within,  and  self-sustain'd,  the  true. 
The  true  is  fixd  and  solid  as  a  rock  ; 
Slippery  the  false,  and  tossing,  as  the  wave. 
This  a  wild  wanderer  on  earth,  like  Cain ; 
That  like  the  fabled,  self-enamour'd  boy, 
Home-contemplation  her  supreme  delight: 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without, 
Smit  with  her  own  condition,  and  the  more 
Intense  she  gazes,  still  it  cliarms  the  more. 

No  man  is  happy  till  he  thinks  on  earth 
There  breathes  not  a  more  hai)py  than  himself: 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  o'ertlows  on  all ; 
And  love  o'erflowirig  makes  an  angel  here. 
Such  angels  all,  entitled  to  repose 
On  1 1  im  who  governs  fate.  Though  tempestfrovvns. 
Though  \atureshakes,how  soft  to  lean  on  Heaven! 
'I'o  lean  on  Hinj  fui  whom  archangels  lean! 
>Vilh  inward  eyes,  and  silent  as  the  grave, 

D2 
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They  stand  collecting;  every  beam  of  thought, 
'i'ill  their  hearts  kindle  with  divine  delight ; 
lor  all  their  liioiights,  like  angels,  seen  of  old 
In  Israel's  dreanj,  come  from,  and  go  to  heaven; 
Hence  are  they  studious  of  setjuestiir'd  scenes, 
While  noise  and  dissipation  comfort  thee. 

Were  all  men  happy,  revelings  would  cease, 
That  opiate  lor  incpiictnde  within. 
Lorenzo  !   never  man  was  truly  bless'd, 
But  it  composed  and  gave  him  such  a  cast, 
As  I'olly  might  mistake  for  want  of  joy  : 
A  cast,  unlike  the  triumph  of  the  j)roud  ; 
A  modest  aspect,  and  a  smile  at  heart. 
O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Philander's  spring! 
A  spring  perennial,  rising  in  the  breast. 
And  permanent  as  pure  !   no  turbid  stream 
Of  rapturous  exultation,  swelling  high. 
Which,  like  land-floods,  ini[)etuous  pour  a  while, 
Then  sink  at  once,  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 
What  does  the  man  who  transient  joy  prefers? 
AVhat,  but  ])refcr  the  bubbles  to  the  stream? 

Vain  are  all  sudden  sallies  of  delight. 
Convulsions  of  a  weak  distemper'd  joy. 
Joy's  a  fixd  state  ;  a  tenour,  not  a  start. 
Bliss  there  is  none  but  unprecarious  bliss  : 
That  is  the  gem  :  sell  all,  and  purchase  that. 
Why  go  a-begging  to  contingeJicies, 
Not  gain'd  with  ease,  nor  safely  loved,  if  gain'd? 
At  good  fortuitous  draw  back,  and  pause  ; 
Suspect  it ;  what  thou  canst  ensure,  enjoy  ; 
And  nought,  but  what  thou  givest  thyself,  is  sure. 
Keason  perpetuates  joy  that  Reason  gives, 
And  makes  it  as  immortal  as  herself: 
To  mortals,  nought  immortal,  but  their  worth. 
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Worth,  conscious  Worth!    should  absolutely 
reign, 
And  other  joys  ask  leave  for  their  approach, 
Nor  unexamined,  ever  leave  obtain. 
Thou  art  all  anarchy  ;   a  mob  of  joys 
Wage  war,  and  perish  in  intestine  broils  ; 
Not  the  least  promise  of  internal  peace  ! 
No  bosom-comfort !  or  unborrow'd  bliss  ! 
Thy  thouohts  are  vagabonds  ;  all  outward-bound 
Mid  sands,  and  rocks,  and  storms,  to  cruise  for 
pleasure;  [gain'd. 

If  gain'd,   dear-bought ;  and  better  niiss'd  than 
Much  pain  must  expiate  what  much  pain  procured. 
Fancy  and  Sense,  from  an  infected  shore, 
Thy  cargo  bring,  and  pestilence  the  prize. 
Then  such  thy  thirst,  (insatiable  thirst. 
By  fond  indulgence  but  inflamed  the  more) 
Fancy  still  cruises,  when  poor  Sense  is  tired. 

Imagination  is  the  l*aphian  shop 
\N'herfc  fetble  llajipiuess,  like  \  ulcan,  lame, 
IJids  foul  ideas,  in  their  dark  recess, 
And  hot  as  hell  (which  kindled  the  black  fires) 
With  wanton  art  those  fatal  arrows  form, 
M  hich  murder  all  thy  time,  health,  wealth,  and 
fame.  [are 

A\'ouldst  thou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  there 
On  angel-wing,  descending  from  ai)ove  ; 
Which  these, with  art  divine,  W(juld  counter-work. 
And  form  celestial  artntjur  tor  thy  peace. 

In  this  is  seen  Imaginations  guilt; 
IJut  who  can  count  her  follies  ?   she;  betrays  thee, 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  something  great. 
I'or  works  r»f  curious  art,  and  ancient  fame, 
riiy  grnius  hungers,  elegantly  pain'd, 
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And  foreign  climes  must  cater  for  thy  taste. 
Hencc,wliat  disaster ! — Tlionf!;h  the  price  was  paid, 
Tliat  persecuting-  priest,  the  'I'lirk  of  Rome, 
Whose  foot,  (ye  gods !)  thougli  cloven,  must  be 

kiss'd, 
Detain'd  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  shore; 
(Such  is  tile  fate  of  honest  Protestants!) 
And  poor  IVIagnificence  is  starved  to  death. 
Hence  just  resentment,  indignation,  ire! — 
Be  pacified  ;  if  outward  things  are  great, 
'Tis  magnanimity  great  things  to  scorn ; 
Pompous  expenses,  and  parades  august. 
And  courts,  that  insalubrious  soil  to  peace. 
True  happiness  ne'er  entcr'd  at  an  eye; 
True  happiness  resides  in  things  unseen. 
No  smiles  of  Fortune  ever  bless'd  the  bad, 
Nor  can  her  frowns  rob  Innocence  of  joys; 
That  jewel  wanting,  triple  crowns  are  poor: 
So  tell  his  Holiness,  and  be  revenged. 

Pleasure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good  ; 
Our  only  contest,  what  deserves  the  name. 
Give  Pleasure's  name  to  nought  but  what  has  pass'd 
The'  authentic  seal  of  Keason  (which,  like  Yorke, 
Demurs  on  what  it  passes)  and  defies 
The  tooth  of  Time  ;  when  pass'd,  a  pleasure  still ; 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age. 
And  doubly  to  be  prized,  as  it  promotes 
Our  future,  while  its  forms  our  present  joy. 
Some  joys  the  future  overcast,  and  some 
Throw  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  the  tomb. 
Some  joys  endear  eternity  ;  some  give 
Abhorr'd  Annihilation  dreadful  charms. 
Are  rival  joys  contending  for  thy  choice  ? 
Consult  thy  whole  existence,  and  be  safe  ; 
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That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  to  flight. 

Short  is  the  lesson,  though  my  lecture  long; 

'  I3e  good' — and  let  Heaven  answer  for  the  rest! 

Yet,  \\  ith  a  sigh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant. 
In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope. 
The  good  man  has  his  clouds  that  intervene  ; 
Clouds  that  obscure  his  sublunary  day, 
But  never  concjuer:  e'en  the  best  must  own. 
Patience  and  llesignatioa  are  the  pillars 
Of  human  peace  on  earth  :  the  pillars  these. 
But  those  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from  thee. 
Till  this  heroic  lesson  thou  hast  Icarn'd, 
To  frown  at  pleasure,  and  to  smile  in  pain. 
Fired  at  the  prospect  of  unclouded  bliss. 
Heaven  in  reversion,  like  the  Sun,  as  yet 
Beneath  the'  horizon,  cheers  us  in  this  world; 
It  sheds,  on  souls  susceptible  of  light, 
The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day. 

'  This  (says  Lorenzo)  is  a  fair  harangue ! 
But  can  harangues  blow  back  strong    Nature's 

stream, 
Or  stem  the  tide  Heaven  pushes  through  our  veins, 
Which  sweeps  away  man's  impotent  resolves. 
And  lays  his  labour  level  with  the  worlds' 

'I'hemstlves  men  make  their  comment  on  man- 
kind. 
And  think  nought  is,  l)ut  what  they  lind  at  home: 
Thus  weakness  to  chimera  turns  the  truth. 
Nothing  romantic  has  the  iMuse  prescribed. 
Above',  Lorenzo  saw  the  man  of  earth, 
The  mortal  umu,  and  wrtlclutd  was  the  sight. 
'J'o  balance  that,  to  comtort  and  exalt, 
'   In  a  forriicr  Night. 
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Now  see  the  man  immortal:  him,  I  mean, 
A^'lio  lives  as  such;    whose   heart  full  bent   on 

Heaven, 
Leans  all  that  way,  his  bias  to  the  stars. 
The  world's  dark  shades,  in  contrast  set,  shall  raise 
His  lustre  more  ;  llioiigh  bright,  without  a  foil : 
Observe  his  awful  portrait,  and  admire  ; 
Nor  stop  at  wonder  ;  imitate,  and  live. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  while  I  draw. 
What  nothing  less  than  angel  can  exceed, 
A  man  on  earth  devoted  to  the  skies ; 
Like  ships  in  seas,  while  in,  above  the  world. 

With  aspect  mild,  and  elevated  eye. 
Behold  him  seated  on  a  mount  serene, 
Above  the  fogs  of  Sense,  and  Passion's  storm  ; 
All  the  black  cares  and  tumidts  of  this  life. 
Like  harmless  thunders,  breaking  at  his  feet, 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 
Earth's  genuine  sons,  the  sceptred  and  the  slave, 
A  mingled  mob  !  a  wandering  herd  !  he  sees, 
Bewilder'd  in  the  vale ;  in  all  unlike  ! 
His  full  reverse  in  all !  what  higher  praise  ? 
What  stronger  demonstration  of  the  right  ? 

The  present  all  their  care,  the  future  his. 
When  public  welfare  calls,  or  private  want. 
They  give  to  Fame ;  his  bounty  he  conceals. 
Their  virtues  varnish  Nature,  his  exalt. 
INIankind's  esteem  they  court,  and  he  his  own. 
Theirs  the  wild  chase  of  false  felicities  ; 
His,  the  composed  possession  of  the  true. 
Alike  throughout  is  his  consistent  peace. 
All  of  one  colour,  and  an  even  thread ; 
While  party-colour'd  shreds  of  happiness. 
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With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for  them 
A  madman's  robe  ;  each  puff  of  Fortune  blows 
The  tatters  by,  and  shows  their  nakedness. 

He  sees  with  other  eyes  than  tlicirs  :  where  they. 
Behold  a  sun,  he  spies  a  Deity. 
What  makes  them  only  smile,  makes  him  adore. 
Where  they  see  mountains,  he  but  atoms  sees. 
An  empire,  in  his  balance,  weiglis  a  grain. 
They  things  terrestrial  worship  as  divine ; 
His  hopes,  immortal,  blow  them  by  as  dust 
That  dims  his  sight,  and  shortens  his  survey, 
A^  hich  longs,  in  infinite,  to  lose  all  bound. 
Titles  and  honours  (if  they  prove  his  fate) 
He  lays  aside  to  find  his  dignity; 
No  dignity  they  find  in  aught  besides. 
They  triumph  in  externals,  (which  conceal 
Man's  real  glory)  proud  of  an  eclipse  : 
Himself  too  much  he  prizes  to  be  proud, 
And  nothing  thinks  so  great  in  man,  as  man. 
Too  dear  he  holds  his  interest  to  neglect 
Another's  welfare,  or  his  right  invade  : 
Their  interest,  like  a  lion,  lives  on  prey. 
They  kindle  at  the  shadow  of  a  wrong; 
Wrong  he  sustains  with  temper,  looks  on  Heaven, 
Nor  stoops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe  :      [peace. 
Nought  but  what  wounds  his  virtue  wounds  his 
A  cover'd  heart  their  character  dcfi^nds  ; 
A  cover'd  heart  denies  him  half  his  praise. 
^^  illi  nakcdiir  ss  his  innocence  agrees, 
W  liile  tli(;ir  I)r(ra«l  I'oliage  testifies  their  fall. 
Their  no  joys  end  where  his  full  feast  begins  ; 
His  joys  create,  theirs  murder,  future  bliss. 
To  triumph  in  existence;  his  alone ; 
And  his  alone  triumphantly  tf)  think 
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His  true  existence  is  not  yet  bejiun. 

His  glorious  course  was,  yesterday,  complete  ; 

Death  then  was  welcome  ;  yet  hfo  still  is  sweet. 

But  nothing  charms  Lorenzo  like  the  firm, 
Un<launt{(l   breast.  —  And   whose   is   that   high 

praise? 
'f  hey  yield  to  pleasure,  though  they  danger  brave, 
.And  show  no  fortitude  but  in  the  field  ; 
If  there  they  show  it,  'tis  for  glory  shown  ; 
Nor  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  hearts. 
A  cordial  his  sustains,  that  cannot  fail : 
By  pleasure  unsubdued,  unbroke  by  pain. 
He  shares  in  that  Omnipotence  he  trusts  ; 
All-bearing,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls  ; 
And  when  he  falls,  writes   llcl  on  his  shield. 
From  magnanimity  all  fear  above  ; 
From  nobler  recompense  above  applause. 
Which  owes  to  man's  short  outlook  all  its  charms. 

Backward  to  credit  what  he  never  felt, 
Lorenzo  cries, — *  \^  here  shines  this  miracle? 
From  what  root  rises  this  immortal  man  ?' — 
A  root  that  grows  not  in  Lorenzo's  ground: 
The  root  dissect,  nor  wonder  at  the  flower. 

He  follows  Nature  (not  like  thee**)  and  shows  us 
An  uninverted  system  of  a  man. 
His  appetite  wears  Reason's  golden  chain, 
And  finds,  in  due  restraint,  its  luxury. 
His  passion,  like  an  eagle  well  reclaim'd, 
Is  taught  to  dy  at  nought  but  infinite. 
Patient  his  hope,  unanxious  is  his  care. 
His  caution  fearless,  and  his  grief  (if  grief 
The  gods  ordain)  a  strafiger  to  despair. 
And  why  ? — because  affection,  more  than  meet, 

«  See  Nij,dit  the  Eiglitli,  p.  30. 
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His  wisdom  leaves  not  disengaged  from  Heaven. 
Those  secondary  goods  tliat  smile  on  earth, 
He,  loving  in  proportion,  loves  in  peace. 
Tliey  most  the  world  enjoy  who  least  admire. 
His  understanding  scapes  the  common  cloud 
Of  fumes  arising  from  the  boiUng  breast. 
His  head  is  clear,  because  his  heart  is  cool, 
By  worldly  competitions  uninflamed. 
The  moderate  movements  of  his  soul  admit 
Distinct  ideas,  and  matured  del)ate, 
An  eye  impartial,  and  an  even  scale; 
^^'hence  judgment  sound,  and  unrepenting  choice, 
'i'hus,  in  a  double  sense,  the  good  are  wise; 
Ou  its  own  dunghill  wiser  than  the  world. 
What,  then,  the  world  ?  it  must  be  doubly  weak. 
Strange  truth  !  as  soon  would  they  believe  their 

Yet  thus  it  is,  nor  otherwise  can  be,       [creed. 
So  far  from  aught  romantic  what  1  sing  ; 
Bliss  has  no  beins,  V  irtue  has  no  strength. 
But  from  the  prospect  of  immortal  life. 
Who  think  earth  all,  «)r  (what  weighs  justthesame) 
Who  care  no  farther,  must  prize  what  it  yields, 
Tond  of  its  fancies,  prouil  of  its  parades. 
Who  thinks  earth  nothing  can't  its  charms  admire; 
He  can't  a  foe,  though  most  malignant,  hate, 
Because  that  hate  would  prove  his  gi  eater  foe. 
'Tis  hard  for  thetn  (yet  who  so  loudly  boast 
Good  will  fo  men  ?}  to  love  their  dearest  friend; 
For  may  not  he  invade  their  good  su|»retn(', 
\>'her(!  the  least  jealousy  turns  love  to  gall  .' 
All  shines  to  them,  that  for  a  season  shines: 
Kaeh  act,  each  thought  he  tpiestions  ;  '  >Vhat  its 

weight. 
Its  colour  what,  a  thousand  ages  hence  V ■ 

t.>.  1 
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And,  what  it  there  appears,  he  deems  it  now ; 

llcnce  pure  are  the  recesses  of  his  soul. 

The  godhke  man  has  nothing  to  conceal ; 

His  virtue,  constitiilioiially  deep, 

Has  Habit's  lirmness,  and  Ati'ection's  flame: 

Angels,  alhed,  descend  to  W'AhI  the  tire, 

And  Death, which  others  slays,  makes  him  a  god. 

And  now,  Lorenzo  !   bigot  otthis  world  ! 
Wont  to  disdain  poor  bigots,  caught  by  Heaven  ! 
Stand  by  thy  scorn,  and  be  reduced  to  nought ! 
For  what  art  thou  ? — Thou  boaster !  while  thy  glare. 
Thy  gaudy  grandeur,  and  mere  worldly  worth, 
Like  a  broad  mist,  at  distance,  strikes  us  most. 
And,  like  a  mist,  is  nothing  when  at  hand; 
His  merit,  like  a  mountain,  on  approach. 
Swells  more,  and  rises  nearer  to  the  skies  ; 
By  promise  now,  and  by  possession,  soon 
(Too  soon,  too  much,  it  cannot  be)  his  own. 

J'rom  this  thy  just  annihilation  rise, 
Lorenzo  !  rise  to  something,  by  reply. 
The  world,  thy  client,  listens  and  expects. 
And  longs  to  crown  thee  with  immortal  praise. — 
Canst  thou  be  silent?  no  ;  for  wit  is  thine, 
And  M  it  talks  most  when  least  she  has  to  say. 
And  Reason  interrupts  not  her  career. 
She'll  say — that  mists  above  the  mountains  rise. 
And  with  a  thousand  ])leasantries  amuse ; 
She'll  sparkle,  puzzle,  flutter,  raise  a  dust. 
And  fly  conviction  in  the  dust  she  raised. 

Wit,  how  delicious  to  man's  dainty  taste  ! 
'Tis  precious  as  the  vehicle  of  sense, 
But,  as  its  substitute,  a  dire  disease. 
Pernicious  talent !  flatter'd  by  the  world. 
By  the  blind  world,  which  thinks  the  talent  rare. 
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^Visdom  is  rare,  Lorenzo  !  wit  aboimds  ; 

Passion  can  give  it ;  sometimes  wine  inspires 

Tlie  lucky  Hash ;  and  madness  rarely  fails. 

AV  hatever  cause  the  spirit  strongly  stirs. 

Confers  the  bays,  and  rivals  thy  renown. 

I'or  thy  renown  'twere  well  was  this  the  worst; 

Chance  often  hits  it  ;  and,  to  piijiie  thee  more, 

See  Dulness,  blundering  on  vivacities. 

Shakes  her  sage  head  at  the  calamity 

AVhich  has  exposed,  and  let  her  down  to  thee. 

But  \Visdom,  awful  \Visdom  !  which  inspects, 

Discerns,  compares,  weighs,  separates,  infers, 

Seizes  the  right,  and  holds  it  to  the  last. 

How  rare  !  in  senates,  synods,  sought  in  vain  ; 

Or  if  there  found,  'tis  sacred  to  the  few  ; 

^V  hile  a  lewd  j)rostitute  to  multitudes. 

Frequent,  as  fatal.  Wit.     In  civil  life 

AVit  makes  an  enterpriser.  Sense  a  man. 

Wit  hates  authority,  commotion  loves. 

And  thinks  herself  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 

In  stat(!s  'tis  dangerous  ;  in  religion,  death. 

Shall  ^^  it  turn  Christian  when  the  dull  believe? 

Sense  is  our  helmet.  Wit  is  but  the  [ilunie ; 

'I'he  plume  exposes,  'tis  our  helmet  saves. 

Sense  is  the  diamond,  weighty,  solid,  sound; 

When  cut  by  Wit  it  casts  a  brighter  beam; 

Yet  Wit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  still. 

Wit,  widow'<l  of  good  sense,  is  worse  than  nought; 

It  hoists  more  sail  to  run  against  a  rock. 

Thus  a  hall-Chesteilield  is  (piite  a  fool, 

A\  honi  dull  f(j(jls  scorn,  and  bit  ss  their  want  of  wit. 

J  low  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  thee  shun. 
Where  sirens  sit,  to  sing  thee  to  thy  fate ! 
A   joy  in  which  our  rctasoti  bears  no  part. 
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Is  but  a  sorrow,  tickling-  ere  it  stings. 

Let  not  the  cooings  of  the  world  allure  thee ; 

Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true? 

Haj)py  !  of  this  bad  world  who  little  know: — 

And  yet,  we  much  must  know  her,  to  be  safe. 

To  know  the  world,  not  love  her,  is  thy  point ; 

She  gives  but  little,  nor  that  little  long. 

There  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  pulse, 

A  dance  of  spirits,  a  mere  froth  of  joy. 

Our  tiioughtless  agitation's  idle  child, 

That  mantles  high,  that  sparkles,  and  expires. 

Leaving  the  soul  more  vapid  than  before  ; 

An  animal  ovation  !   such  as  holds 

No  commerce  with  our  reason,  but  subsists 

On  juices,  through  the    well-toned   tubes,  well 

strain'd ; 
A  nice  machine  !  scarce  ever  tuned  aright ; 
And  when  it  jars — thy  sirens  sing  no  more  ; 
Thy  dance  is  done ;  the  demi-god  is  thrown 
(Short  apotheosis  !)  beneath  the  man, 
In  coward  gloom  immersed,  or  fell  despair. 

Art  thou  yet  dull  enough  despair  to  dread. 
And  startle  at  destruction  ?  if  thou  art. 
Accept  a  buckler,  take  it  to  the  field ; 
(A  field  of  battle  is  this  mortal  life !) 
When  danger  threatens,  lay  it  on  thy  heart, 
A  single  sentence  proof  against  the  world. 
*  Soul,  l){)dy,  fortune;  every  good  pertains 
To  one  of  these  ;  but  prize  not  all  alike ; 
The  goods  of  fortune  to  thy  body's  health. 
Body  to  soul,  and  soul  submit  to  God.' 
Wouldst  thou  build  lasting  happiness  ?  do  this  ; 
The'  inverted  pyramid  can  never  stand. 

Js  this  truth  doubtful  ?  it  outshines  the  Sun  ; 
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Nav,  the  Sun  shines  not  but  to  show  us  this, 
Tlie  single  lesson  of  mankind  on  earth: 
And  yet — yet  what  ?  No  news  !  mankind  is  mad ; 
Such  mighty  numbers  list  against  the  right, 
(And  whatcan'tnumbers,whenbewitch'd,  achieve! 
They  talk  themselves  to  something  like  belief 
That  all  earth's  joys  are  theirs  ;   as  Athens'  fool 
Grinn'd  from  the  port,  on  every  sail  his  own. 
They  grin,  but  wherefore?   and  how  long   the 
laugh  ? 
Half  ignorance  their  mirth,  and  half  a  lie. 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  cheat  themselves,  they 

smile  : 
Hard  either  task  !  the  most  abandon'd  own 
That  others,  if  abandon'd,  are  undone  : 
Then  for  themselves,  the  moment  Reason  wakes, 
(And  Providence  denies  it  long  repose) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety  ! 
They  scarce  can  swallow  their  ebullient  spleen, 
Scarce  muster  patience  to  support  the  farce. 
And  pump  sad  laughter  till  the  curtain  falls. 
Scarce,  did  I  say?  some  cannot  sit  it  out; 
Oft  tlieir  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  show  us  what  their  joy  by  their  despair. 

The  clotted  hair!  gored  breast!  blaspliemingeyc! 
Its  impious  fury  still  alive  in  death! 
Shut,shutthe  shocking  scene. —  JJut  Heaven  denies 
A  cover  to  such  guilt,  and  so  should  man. 
Tx)ok  round,  I^oren/o !  see  the  reeking  blade, 
The' envcnonrd  |)liial,  and  the  fatal  ball; 
The  strangling  cord,  and  sulfoealing  stream  ; 
TIk;  loathsome  rott(;nness,  and  foul  decays, 
I'roin  raging  riot,  (slower  suicides  !) 
And  pride  in  these,  more  execrable  still! 

I-.  2 
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How  honiil  all  to  thought! — but  horrors,  these, 
That  vouch  the  trulli,  aiul  aid  my  t"c(!blc  sons;. 

l-'roiii  vice,  sense,  fancy,  no  man  can  be  blcss'cl : 
Bhss  is  too  great  to  lodge  within  an  hour : 
Wlien  an  immortal  being  aims  at  bliss, 
Duration  is  essential  to  the  name. 
O  for  a  joy  from  reason !  joy  from  that 
Which  makes  man  man,  and,  exercised  aright. 
Will  make  him  more  :  a  bounteous  joy  !  that  gives 
And  promises  ;  that  weaves,  with  art  divine. 
The  richest  prospect  into  present  peace  : 
A  joy  ambitious  !  joy  in  common  held 
With  thrones  etherial,  and  their  greater  far : 
A  joy  high-privileged  from  chance,  time,  death! 
A  joy  which  death  shall  double,  judgment  crown! 
Crown'd  higher,  and  still  higher,  at  each  stage. 
Through  bless'il  Eternity's  long  day,  yet  still 
Not  more  remote  from  sorrow  than  from  hiu). 
Whose  lavish  hand,  whose  love  stupendous,  pours 
So  much  of  Deity  on  guilty  dust. 
There,  O  my  Lucia  !  may  1  meet  thee  there. 
Where  not  thy  presence  can  improve  my  bhss  ! 
Affects  not  this  the  sages  of  the  world  ? 

Can  nought  aftect  tliem,  but  what  fools  them  too? 

Eternity,  depending  on  an  hour,  [praise. 

Makes  serious  thought  man's  wisdom,  joy,  and 

Nor  need  you   blush   (though    sometimes   your 
designs 

May  shun  the  light)  at  your  designs  on  Heaven  ; 

Sole  point!  where  overbashful  is  your  blame. 

Are  you  not  wise  ? — you  know  you  are  :  yet  hear 

One  truth,  amid  your  numerous  schemes  mislaid. 

Or  overlook'd,  or  thrown  aside,  if  seen  ; 

*  Our  schemes  to  plan  by  this  world,  or  the  next, 
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Is  the  sole  difference  between  wise  and  fool.' 
All  worthy  men  will  weigh  you  in  this  scale : 
What  wonder  then,  if  they  pronounce  you  light? 
Is  their  esteem  alone  not  worth  your  care  ? 
Accept  my  simple  scheme  of  common  sense, 
Thus  save  your  fame,  and  make  two  worlds  your 
own. 
The  world  replies  not ;  —  but  the  world  persists, 
And  puts  the  cause  off  to  the  longest  day. 
Planning  evasions  for  the  day  of  doom  : 
So  far,  at  that  re-hearing,  from  redress. 
They  then  turn  witnesses  against  themselves. 
Hear  that,  Lorenzo  !  nor  be  wise  to-morrow. 
Haste,  haste  !   a  man,  by  nature,  is  in  haste? 
Tor  who  shall  answer  for  another  hour? 
'Tis  highly  prudent  to  make  one  sure  friend. 
And  tliat  thou  canst  not  do,  this  side  the  skies. 
Ye  sons  of  Earth  !  (nor  willing  to  be  more  !) 
Since  verse  you  think  from  priestcraft  somewhat 

free, 
Thus,  in  an  age  so  gay,  the  Muse  plain  truths 
(Truths  which,  at  church,  you  might  have  heard 

in  prose) 
Has  ventured  into  light,  well  pleased  the  verse 
Should  be  tbrgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain, 
And  crown  her  with  your  welfare,  not  your  praise. 
liut  praise  she  need  not  fear  :   I  see  my  fate. 
And  headlong  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulf. 
Since  many  an  ample  volume,  mighty  tome. 
Must  die,  and  die  unwept  ;   ()  liiou  minute, 
l)t;volcd  page!   go  forth  auKMig  thy  foes; 
(io,  nobly  jtroud  of  mailyrdom  ibr  truth. 
And  die  a  double  death  :   mankind,  inc(;nsed. 
Denies  thee  long  to  live  ;  nor  shalt  thou  rest 
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"NVhen  thou  art  dead  ;  in  Stygian  sliadcs  arraign'd 
jjy  Liicifor,  as  traitor  to  liis  tlirono, 
And  bold  biasjjiuincr  of  iiis  IVioiid, — (Iio  ^Vorld  ! 
Tlic  world,  wliosc  Uojons  cost  liiin  slender  pay, 
And  volnnU'crs  around  Ills  banner  swarm; 
Prudent,  as  l*russia  in  her  zeal  for  (iaul. 

'  Are  all,  then,  fools  T  Lorenzo  cries. — Yes,  all 
But  such  as  hold  this  doctrine,  (new  to  thee) 
*  The  mother  of  true  w  isdom  is  the  will :' 
The  noblest  intellect,  a  fool  without  it. 
AVorld-wisdom  much  has  done,  and  more  may  do, 
In  arts  and  sciences,  in  wars  and  peace; 
But  art  and  science,  like  thy  wealth,  will  leave  thee, 
And  make  thee  twice;  a  beggar  at  thy  death. 
This  is  the  most  indulgence  can  aft'ord, — 
'Thy  wisdom  all  can  do  but — make  thee  wise.' 
Nor  think  this  censure  is  severe  on  thee : 
Satan,  thy  master,  I  dare  call  a  dunce. 
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NIGHT  IX. 


CONTAINING,  AMONG  OTHER  THINGS, 

I.   A  MORAL  SURVEY  OF  THE  NOCTURNAL  HEAVENS. 
II.    A  NIGHT  ADPRKSS  TO  THE  DEITY. 

HUMBLY  INSCRIUED   TO 

"©is  Grace  t])t  Duke  of  iticarastlc. 


Fatis  cuutruria  fata  rependens.  ViRC. 

As  wliLii  a  travcjllor,  a  long  day  passM 
In  painfiii  search  of  what  he  cannot  Hnd, 
At  niglil's  approach,  content  with  the  next  cot, 
Tliere  ruminates  a  while  his  labour  lost; 
'Ihen,  cheers  his  heart  with  what  his  fate  aflorcls, 
And  chants  his  sonnet  to  deceive  the  time, 
Till  the  due  season  calls  him  to  repose  ; 
Thus  I,  long  travel'd  in  the  ways  of  men. 
And  dancing,  with  the  rest,  the  giddy  maze, 
Where  DisappoiiitriKiit  smiles  at  I  lope's  career, 
Warn'd  by  the  languor  of  life's  evening  ray. 
At  length  have  housed  iii(;  in  an  liumble  shed, 
W  here,  future  wandering  l)anish"d  from  my  thought, 
And  waiting,  patient,  the  sweet  hour  of  rest, 
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1  chase  the  moments  with  a  serious  song. 

Song  sooths  our  pains,  and  age  has  pains  to  sooth. 

AVhcn  ago,  care,  crime,  and  tVientls  embraced 
at  heart,  [shade. 

Torn  from  my  bleeding  breast,  and  Death's  dark 
Which  hovers  o'er  me,  quench  the'  etherial  fire. 
Canst  thou,  O  Night !  indulge  one  hxbour  more? 
One  Uibour  more  indulge  !  then  sleep,  my  strain  ! 
Till,  haply,  waked  by  Uiiphael's  golden  lyre, 
Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime,  and  sorrow, 
To  be.ar  a  part  in  everlasting  lays  ;  [cease, 

Though  far,  far  higher  set ;  in  aim,  I  trust, 
Symphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  here. 

Has  not  the  Muse  asserted  pleasures  pure, 
Like  those  above,  exploding  other  joys? 
Weigh  what  was  urged,  Lorenzo  ;  fairly  weigh. 
And  tell  me,  hast  thou  cause  to  triumph  still  i 
I  think  thou  ^^  ilt  forbear  a  boast  so  bold  : 
But  if,  beneatli  the  favour  of  mistake. 
Thy  smile's  sincere  ;  not  more  sincere  can  be 
Lorenzo's  smile,  than  my  compassion  for  him. 
The  sick  in  body  call  for  aid  ;  the  sick 
In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  disease  ;         [well. 
And,  when  at  worst,  they  dream  themselves  quite 
To  know  ourselves  diseased,  is  half  our  cure. 
^Vhen  Nature's  bhisli  by  custom  is  wiped  off, 
And  Conscience,  deadend  by  repeated  strokes, 
Has  into  manners  naturalized  our  crimes. 
The  curse  of  curses  is,  our  curse  to  love ; 
To  triumph  in  the  blackness  of  our  guilt, 
(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepest  jet) 
And  throw  aside  our  senses  with  our  peace. 

But,  grant  no  guilt,  no  shame,  no  least  alloy; 
Grant  joy  and  glory  cpiite  unsullied  shone; 
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Yet,  still,  it  ill  deserves  Lorenzo's  heart. 

Xo  joy,  no  glory,  glitters  in  thy  sight. 

But,  through  the  thin  partition  of  an  hour, 

I  see  its  sables  wove  by  Destiny  ; 

And  that  in  sorrow  buried,  this  in  shame  ; 

AVhile  howling  furies  ring  the  doleful  knell, 

A  nd  Conscience,  now  so  soft  thou  scarce  cansthear 

Ilcr  whisper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 

^^'hore,  the  prime  actors  of  the  last  years's  scene ; 
Their  port  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume? 
How  many  sleep,  who  kept  thv  world  awake 
With  lustre  and  with  noise !  lias  Death  proclaim'd 
A  truce,  and  hung  his  sated  lance  on  high  ? 
'Tis  brandish'd  still,  nor  shall  the  present  year 
Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf. 
Or  spread,  of  fteble  life,  a  thinner  fall. 

But  needless  monuments  to  wake  the  thought; 
Life's  gayest  scenes  speak  mans  mortality. 
Though  in  a  style  more  florid,  full  as  plain 
As  mausoleums,  pyramids,  and  tombs. 
AVhat  are  our  noblest  ornaments,  but  Deaths 
Turn'd  flatterers  of  Life,  in  paint  or  marble. 
The  well-stain'd  canvass,  or  the  featured  stone? 
Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  scene  : 
Joy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

•  I*rof<ss'd  diversions  !  cannot  these  escape?' — 
I'ar  from  il  :  these  present  us  with  a  shroud. 
And  talk  of  death,  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
As  some  boKl  plunderers  for  buried  wealth. 
We  ransack  tond)s  for  pastime  ;  from  the  dust 
Call  up  the  sleeping  hero  ;  bid  him  tread 
'Ihe  scene  for  our  amusement.      IJow  like  gods 
AV'e  sit;  and,  wrapp'd  in  immortality. 
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Shod  generous  tears  on  wretches  born  to  die  ; 
'J'heir  fate  deploring,  to  forget  our  own  ! 

What  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives 
But  legacies  in  blossom  ?  Our  lean  soil, 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities. 
From  friends  interr'd  beneath,  a  rich  manure? 
Like  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  ; 
Like  other  worms,  shall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Our  present  frailties,  or  approaching  fate? 

Lorenzo  !   such  the  glories  of  the  world  ! 
What  is  the  world  itself?  thy  world? — a  grave. 
AVhere  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive? 
The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors. 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
The  globe  around  earth's  hollow  surface  shakes, 
And  is  the  ceiling  of  her  sleeping  sons. 
O'er  devastation  we  blind  revels  keep : 
Whole  buried  towns  support  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  moist  of  human  frame  the  Sun  exhales; 
Winds  scatter,  through  the  mighty  void,  the  dry: 
Earth  repossesses  part  of  what  she  gave. 
And  the  freed  spirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire  : 
Each  element  partakes  our  scatter'd  spoils. 
As  Nature  wide  our  ruins  spread.     Man's  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thotight  of  man. 
Nor  man  alone  ;  his  breathing  bust  expires ; 
His  tomb  is  mortal ;  empires  die :  where,  now, 
The  Roman?  Greek?  they  stalk,  an  empty  name! 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  useful  light. 
Though  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph, 
Whendownthy  vale,  unlock'dbymidnightthought. 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  surdess  realms, 
O  Death  !  I  stretch  my  view,  what  visions  rise  ! 
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What  triumphs  !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine  ! 

In  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  sight! 

^Vhat  lengths  ot"  far-famed  ages,  billow'd  high 

"N^ith  human  agitation,  roll  along 

In  unsubstantial  images  of  air  ! 

The  melancholy  ghosts  of  dead  Renown, 

"Whispering  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applause, 

AVith  penitential  aspect,  as  they  pass. 

All  point  at  earth,  and  hiss  at  human  pride ; 

The  wisdom  of  the  wise,  andprancings  of  the  great. 

But,  O  Lorenzo  !  far  the  rest  above, 
Of  ghastly  nature,  and  enormous  size, 
One  form  assaults  my  sight,  and  chills  my  blood. 
And  shakes  my  frame.    Of  one  departed  >^'orld 
I  see  the  mighty  shadow  :  oozy  wreath 
And  dismal  sea-weed  crown  her:  o'er  her  urn 
Reclined,  she  weeps  her  desolated  realms. 
And  bloated  sons;  and,  wee[)ing,  prophesies 
Another's  dissolution,  soon,  in  flames: 
But,  like  Cassandra,  prophesies  in  vain  : 
In  vain  to  many  ;  not,  I  trust,  to  thee. 

I'or.know'st  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loath  to  know. 
The  great  decree,  the  counsel  of  the  skies  ? 
Deluge  and  Conflagration,  dreadful  powers  ! 
Prime  ministers  of  vengeance  !  chain'd  in  caves 
Distinct,  apart,  the  giant  furies  roar  ; 
Ajiart,  or  such  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin. 
In  mutual  conflict  wouhl  they  rise,  and  wage 
Kternal  war,  till  one  was  (piitc  devour'd. 
But  not  for  this  orduin'd  their  boimdless  rage. 
\\  lif;n  Heaven's  inferior  iiistruniciits  of  wrath, 
Mar,  famine,  pestilence,  are  found  too  weak 
To  scourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes. 
These  are  let  loose  alternate :  down  they  rush, 

45.  I 
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Swit't  aiul  tempestuous,  tVoni  tlie'  eternal  throne, 
Witli  irresistible  commission  arm'd, 
The  world,  in  vain  corrected,  to  destroy ; 
And  ease  Creation  of  the  shocking  scene. 

Seest  thou,  Lorenzo  !  what  depends  on  man  ? 
The  fate  of  Nature,  as  for  man  lier  birth. 
Earth's  actors  change  I'^arth's  transitory  scenes, 
And  mak(!  Creation  groan  with  liuman  guilt. 
How  must  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd, 
But  not  of  waters  !  x\t  tlic  destined  hour. 
By  the  loud  trumpet  summon'd  to  the  charge. 
See  all  the  formidable  sons  of  fire, 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 
Their  various  engines  :  all  at  once  disgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines  ;  and  take,  by  storm, 
This  poor  terrestrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period  !  when  each  mountain  height 
Outburns  Vesuvius  ;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mass,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'd ; 
Stars  rush,  and  final  Kuin  fiercely  drives 
Her  ploughshare  o'er  Creation  ! — while  aloft, 
More  than  astonishment !  if  more  can  be  ! 
Far  other  firmament  than  e'er  was  seen. 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man  !  far  other  stars ! 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  these  of  fire ; 
Far  other  sun  ! — a  Sun,  O  how  unlike 
The  Babe  at  Bethlehem  !  how  unlike  the  Man 
That  groan'd  on  Calvary  ! — yet  He  it  is ; 
That  Man  of  sorrows!  Ohow  changed!  what  pomp! 
In  grandeur  terrible  all  Heaven  descends  I 
And  gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train. 
A  swift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing. 
As  blots  and  clouds  that  darken  and  disgrace 
The  scene  divine,  sweeps  stars  and  suns  aside. 
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And  now,  all  dross  removed.  Heaven's  own  pure 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  ether  flames,        [day, 
"\A  hile  (dreadful  contrast!)  far,  how  far  beneath  ! 
Hell,  bursting,  belches  forth  her  blazing  seas 
And  storms  sulphureous ;  her  voracious  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey. 
Lorenzo  !  welcome  to  this  scene  ;  the  last 
In  Nature's  course,  the  first  in  Wisdom's  thought. 
This  strikes,  if  aught  can  strike  thee ;  this  awakes 
The  most  supine  ;  this  snatches  man  from  death. 
House,  rouse,  Lorenzo  !  then,  and  follow  me, 
"Where  truth,  the  most  momentous  man  can  hear. 
Loud  calls  my  soul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight. 
1  find  my  inspiration  in  my  theme : 
The  grandeur  of  my  subject  is  my  Muse. 

At  midnight,  when  mankind  iswrapp'din  peace. 
And  worldly  Fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams. 
To  give  more  dread  to  man's  most  dreadful  hour; 
At  midnight,  'tis  presumed,  this  pomp  will  burst 
From  tenfold  darkness,  sudden  as  the  spark 
From  smitten  steel ;  front  nitrous  grain  the  blaze. 
INIan,  starting  from  his  couch,  shall  sleep  no  more! 
The  day  is  broke,  which  never  more  shall  close ! 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amazement  all ! 
Terror  and  glory  join'd  in  their  extremes  ! 
Our  (iod  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire  ! 
All  Nature  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  her?  dost  thou  not  deplore 
Ilcr  strong  convulsions,  and  her  liusd  groan? 
^^  here  are  we  now'!  Ah  me!  the  ground  is  gone 
On  which  we  stood,  Lorenzo!   while  thou  mayst, 
l*rovide  more  firm  support,  or  sink  for  ever ! 
\Miere?   how?   from  whence  i    Vain  liope  !   it  is 
too  late ! 
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Where,  where,  for  shrltor,  shall  the  guilty  fly, 
AVhen  consternation  turns  the  good  man  pale! 

Great  day  !  tor  which  all  other  days  were  made; 
For  which  earth  rose  t"ro(u  Chaos,  man  from  earth, 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  gods. 
Descended  on  poor  earth-created  man  ! 
Great  day  of  dread,  decision,  and  despair! 
At  thought  of  thee  each  sublunary  wish 
Lets  go  its  eager  grasp,  and  drops  the  world. 
And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  Heaven. 
At  thought  of  thee  ! — and  art  thou  absent  then? 
Lorenzo  !  no  ;  'tis  here  ; — it  is  begun  : — 
Ah'eady  is  begun  the  grand  assize. 
In  thee,  in  all  :  deputed  Conscience  scales 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  forestalls  our  doom; 
Porestalls,  and,  by  forestalling,  proves  it  sure. 
Why  on  himself  should  man  void  judgment  pass  ? 
Is  idle  Nature  laughing  at  her  sons  ? 
Who  Conscience  sent,  her  sentence  will  support, 
And  God  above  assert  that  God  in  man, 

Tiirice  happy  they !  that  enter  now  the  court 
Heaven  opens  in  their  bosoms  :  but  how  rare, 
Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 
What  hero,  like  the  man  who  stands  himself; 
AVho  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone  ; 
AVho  hears,  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings, 
llcsolved  to  sihnice  future  murmurs  there  ! 
The  coward  flies,  and,  flying,  is  undone. 
(Art  thou  a  coward  ?  no  :)  the  coward  flies  ; 
Thiuks,  but  thinks  slightly ;  asks,  but  fears  to  know : 
Asks  '  What  is  truth  V  with  Pilate,  and  retires ; 
Dissolves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  throng 
Asylum  sad  !  from  Jleason,  Hope,  and  Heaven! 

Shall  all  but  man  look  out  with  ardent  eye 
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For  that  great  day  which  was  ordaiii'd  for  man  ? 

0  day  of  consummation  !  mark  supreme 

(If  men  are  wise)  of  human  thought !  nor  least 

Or  in  the  sight  of  angels,  or  their  King  ! 

Angels,  whose  radiant  circles,  height  o'er  lieight, 

Order  o'er  order  rising,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 

As  in  a  theatre,  surround  this  scene. 

Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 

Angels  look  out  for  thee  ;  for  thee,  their  Lord, 

To  vindicate  his  glory ;   and  for  thee 

Creation  universal  calls  aloud 

To  disinvolve  the  moral  world,  and  give 

To  Nature's  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alone,  whose  fate,  whose  final  fate. 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought? 

1  think  of  nothing  else  ;  I  see  !   I  feel  it! 

All  Nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round  ! 

All  deities,  like  summer's  swarms,  on  wing! 

All  basking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  ! 

1  see  the  judge  entlironed!   the  flaming  guard! 

The  volume  ojien'd  !  open'd  every  heart! 

A  sun-beam  pointing  out  each  secret  thought ! 

No  patron  !   intercessor  none  !  now  pass'd 

The  sweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  Iiour  ! 

l-'or  guilt  no  plea  !   to  pain  no  pause  !  no  bound  ! 

Inexorable  all !  and  all  extreme  ! 

Nor  man  alone;  the  foe  of  (iod  and  man. 
From  his  dark  den,  blaspheming,  drags  his  chain, 
And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder  scar'd, 
Keceives  his  sentence,  and  begins  his  hell. 
All  vengeance  past,  now,  seems  abundant  grace. 
I.ik(!  meteors  in  a  stormy  sky,  how  roll 
His  lialeful  eyes!   In;  curs(!S  whom  Ik;  dreads, 
And  deems  it  the  lirst  mf)ment  of  his  fall. 

!■  2 
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Tis  present  lo  my  tlioiiglit !— and  yet  where  is 
i\ng(!ls  can't  tell  nie  ;  angels  cannot  guess      [it? 
The  period,  from  created  beings  lock'd 
Tn  darkness  ;  but  the  process  and  the  place 
Arc  less  obscure ;  tor  these  may  man  inquire. 
Say,  thou  great  close  of  human  hopes  and  fears  ! 
Great  key  of  hearts  !  great  finisher  of  fates  ! 
Great  end!  and  great  beginning!  say,  where  art 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity?  [thou? 

Nor  in  eternity  nor  time  I  find  thee  : 
These,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 
(Monarchs  of  all  elapsed  or  unarrived  !) 
As  in  debate,  how  best  their  powers  allied 
May  swell  the  grandeur,  or  discharge  the  wrath 
Of  him,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  vast  fabric  for  him  built  (and  doom'd 
With  him  to  fall)  now  bursting  o'er  his  head, 
^Jis  lamp,  the  Sun,  extinguish'd,  from  beneath 
The  frown  of  hideous  darkness  calls  his  sons 
From  their  long  slumber,  from  earth's  heaving 

womb. 
To  second  birtli !  contemporary  throng  ! 
Roused  at  one  call,  upstarted  from  one  bed, 
Press'd  in  one  crowd,  appall'd  with  one  amaze, 
He  turns  them  o'er,  Eteniity  !  to  thee  : 
Then  (as  a  king  deposed  disdains  to  live) 
He  falls  on  his  own  scythe,  nor  falls  alone  ; 
His  greatest  foe  falls  with  him ;  Time,  and  he 
Who  murder'd  all  Time's  offspring,  Death,  expire. 

Time  was  !  Eternity  now  reigns  alone ! 
Awful  Eternity  !  offended  cpieen  ! 
And  her  resentment  to  mankind  how  just! 
W  ith  kind  intent,  soliciting  access. 
How  often  has  she  knock'd  at  human  hearts ! 
Kich  to  repay  their  hospitality, 
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How  often  call'd  !  and  with  the  voice  of  God! 
Yet  bore  repulse,  exchided  as  a  clieat! 
A  dreatu  !  while  foulest  foes  found  welcome  there! 
A  dream,  a  cheat,  now  all  thing^s  but  her  smile. 

For,  lo  !   her  twice  ten  thousand  gates  thrown 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frozen  pole,      [wide, 
With  banners  streaming  as  the  comet's  blaze. 
And  clarions  louder  than  the  deep  in  storms. 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow. 
Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powers. 
Of  light,  of  darkness,  in  a  middle  field, 
Wide  as  creation  I  populous  as  wide  ! 
A  neutral  region  !  there  to  mark  the'  event 
Of  that  great  drama,  whose  preceding  scenes 
Detain'd  them  close  spectators,  through  a  length 
Of  ages,  ripening  to  this  grand  result; 
Ages  as  yet  unnumber'd  but  by  God, 
Who  now,  pronouncing  sentence,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

Eternity,  the  various  sentence  pass'd. 
Assigns  the  sever'd  throng  distinct  abodes, 
Sulphureous  or  andirosial.     What  ensues? 
The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds! 
AVhich  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  heaven  of  heaven. 
The  goddess,  with  determined  aspect,  turns 
}1(  r  adamantine  key's  enormous  size 
Through  D(stiny"s  inextricable  wards, 
Deep  driving  every  bolt  on  both  their  fates ; 
Then,  from  the  crystal  battlements  of  heaven, 
Down,  down  she  hurls  it  through  the  dark  |)rofountl. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  lalhoiii,  there  to  rust. 
And  ne'er  unlock  her  resolution  more. 
The  deep  resounds,  ami  h(H,  ill  rough  all  Ik  r  glooms. 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  loar. 
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O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  skies ! 
O  how  unlike  thosi;  shouts  of  joy,  tliat  shake 
The  whole  ellunial !  how  the  concave  rings ! 
Nov  strange  !  when  deities  their  voice  exalt; 
And  louder  far  than  when  Creation  rose, 
To  see  Creation's  godlike  aim  and  end, 
So  well  acconiplishd  !  so  divinely  closed! 
To  see  the  mighty  Dramatist's  last  act 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rising  o'er  the  rest. 
No  fancied  (iod  ;  a  (iod,  indeed,  descends. 
To  solve  all  knots ;  to  strike  the  moral  home ; 
To  throw  full  day  on  darkest  scenes  of  time  ; 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praise. 
The  charm'd  spectators  thunder  their  applause. 
And  the  vast  void  heyond  applause  resounds. 

What  then  am  1  ?— 

Amidst  applauding  worlds, 
And  worlds  celestial,  is  there  found  on  earth 
A  peevish,  dissonant,  rebellious  string, 
Which  jars  in  the  grand  chorus,  and  complains? 
Censure  on  thee,  Lorenzo  !  1  suspend. 
And  turn  it  on  myself;  how  greatly  due ! 
All,  all  is  right,  by  God  ordain'd  or  done; 
And  who,  but  God,  resumed  the  friends  He  gave? 
And  have  I  been  complaining,  then,  so  long  ? 
Complaining  of  his  favours,  pain  and  death  ? 
Who,  without  Pain's  advice,  would  e'er  be  good  ? 
Who,  without  Death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Pain  is  to  save  from  pain  ;  all  punishment 
To  make  for  peace ;  and  death  to  save  from  death ; 
And  second  death  to  guard  immortal  life  ; 
To  rouse  the  careless,  the  presumptuous  awe, 
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And  turn  the  tide  of  souls  another  way  ; 
By  the  same  tenderness  divine  ordain'd 
That  planted  Eden,  and  high-bloom'd  for  man 
A  fairer  Eden,  endless,  in  the  skies.  [scene ; 

Heaven  gives  us  friends  to  bless  the  present 
Resumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next. 
All  evils  natural  are  moral  goods  ; 
All  discipline  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 
None  are  unhappy ;  all  have  cause  to  smile. 
But  such  as  to  themselves  that  cause  deny. 
Our  faults  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pains : 
Error  in  act,  or  judgment,  is  the  source 
Of  endless  sighs.     We  sin,  or  we  mistake; 
And  Nature  tax,  when  false  opinion  stings. 
Let  impious  grief  be  banishd,  joy  indulged  ; 
But  chiefly  then,  when  (jrief  puts  in  her  claim, 
Joy  from  the  joyous  frequently  betrays. 
Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 
Joy  amidst  ills,  corroborates,  exalts  ; 
Tis  joy  and  conquest ;  joy  and  virtue  too. 
A  noble  fortitude  in  ills  delights 
Heaven,  earth,  ourselves  ;  'tis  duty,  glory,  peace! 
Affliction  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene, 
Prosperity  conceals  his  brightest  ray. 
As  night  to  stars,  woe  lustre  gives  to  man. 
Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  storm. 
And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 
The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter  joy  ; 
An  evergreen  that  stands  the  northeru  blast, 
And  blossoms  in  the  rigour  of  our  fate. 

'Tis  a  prime  p;u  t  of  hapi)iness,  to  know 
How  much  uniiappiness  must  prove  our  lot; 
A  part  which  few  posse  ss  !    I   II  pay  life's  tax. 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour, 
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Nor  think  it  misery  to  be  a  man  ; 
"Who  thinks  it  is,  shall  never  be  a  god. 
Some  ills  we  wish  for,  when  we  wish  to  live. 

What  spoke  proud  Passion  ? — '  M'ish  my  being 
lost"?' 
Presumptuous!  blasphemous!  absurd!  and  false! 
The  triumph  of  my  soul  is, — that  1  am ; 
And  therefore  that  I  may  be — what?   Lorenzo! 
Look  inward,  and  look  deep  ;  and  deeper  still  ; 
TTnfathomably  deep  our  treasure  runs, 
In  golden  veins,  through  ali  eternity  ! 
Ages,  and  ages,  and  succeeding  still 
New  ages,  where  this  phantom  of  an  hour. 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  slumber  for  repair, 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praise, 
And  fly  through  infinite,  and  all  unlock  ; 
And  (if  deserved)  by  Heaven's  redundant  love. 
Made  half-adorable  itself,  adore  ; 
And  find,  in  adoration,  endless  joy  ! 
Where  thou,  not  master  of  a  moment  here. 
Frail  as  the  flower,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 
Mayst  boast  a  whole  eternity,  enrich'd 
With  all  a  kind  Omnipotence  can  pour. 
Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal  uninspired, 
Has  ever  yet  conceived,  or  ever  shall, 
How  kind  is  (Jod,  how  great  (if  good)  is  man. 
No  man  too  largely  from  Heaven's  love  can  hope. 
If  what  is  hoped  he  labours  to  secure. 

Ills! — there  are  none :  All-gracious!  none  from 
Thee ; 
From  man  full  many !  Numerous  is  the  race 
Of  blackest  ills,  and  those  immortal  too, 

'  Referring  to  the  First  Niglit. 
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Begot  by  3Iadness  on  fair  Liberty, 

Heavens  daughter,  bell-debauch'tl !  herhand  alone 

Unlocks  destruction  to  the  sons  of  men. 

Fast  barr'd  by  thine  ;  high-wall'd  with  adamant. 

Guarded  with  terrors  reaching  to  this  world. 

And  cover'd  with  the  thunders  of  thy  law, 

A)  hose  threats   are  mercies,    whose   injunctions 

guides, 
Assisting,  not  restraining,  Reason's  choice  ; 
"Whose  sanctions,  unavoidable  results 
From  Nature's  course,  indulgently  reveal'd  ; 
If  unreveal'd,  more  dangerous,  nor  less  sure. 
Thus  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  sons, 
'  Do  this,  rty  that;' — nor  always  tells  the  cause; 
Pleased  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will, 
A  conduct  needful  to  their  own  repose. 

Great  God  of  wonders  !  (if,  thy  love  surveyed, 
Aught  else  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 
What  rocks  are  these  on  which  to  build  our  trust ! 
Thy  w  ays  admit  no  blemish  ;  none  1  find  ; 
Or  this  alone,— That  none  is  to  be  found  : 
Not  one,  to  soften  Censure's  hardy  crime  ; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  peevish  Grief's  complaint, 
A^'ho,  like  a  demon,  murmuring  from  the  dust. 
Dares  into  judgment  call  her  judge. — Supreme  ! 
For  all  1  bless  Thee  ;  most  for  the  severe  ; 
Her  death  ' — niy  own  at  hantl — the  fiery  gulf, 
That  tiamiiig  lidund  of  wrath  omnipotent! 
It  thundt  IS  ; — but  it  thunders  to  preserve  ; 
It  strengthens  whatit  strikes;  ifswholesome  dread 
Averts  the  dreaded  pain  :  its  hideous  groans 
Join  heaven's  sweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praise, 


Ijuri:i 


64  THE  CONSOLATION.  N.  IX. 

Great  Source  oi"Roo<l  aloiic!  how  kind  in  all! 

In  vengeance  kind!  pain,  death,  gchenna,  save  I 
"^riuis,  in  thy  world  material,  mighty  Mind! 

Not  that  alon(!  which  solaces  and  shines, 

The  rough  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  praise. 

The  winter  is  as  needful  as  the  spring ; 

The  thunder  as  the  sun.     A  stagnate  mass 

Of  vapours  breeds  a  pestilential  air : 

Nor  more  propitious  the  Tavonian  breeze 

To  Nature's  hoallli,  than  purifying  storms. 

The  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good ; 

Its  smother'd  flames  might  undermine  the  world. 

Loud  A'ltnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man  : 

Comets  good  omens  are,  when  duly  scann'd ; 

And,  in  their  use,  eclipses  learn  to  shine. 
Man  is  responsible  for  ills  received ; 

Those  we  call  wretched  are  a  chosen  band, 
Compeird  to  refuge  in  the  right,  for  peace. 

Amid  my  list  of  blessings  infinite 

Stand  this  the  foremost,  '  That  my  heart  has  bled.*^ 

'Tis  Heaven's  last  eft'ort  of  good-will  to  man. 

When  pain  can't  bless.  Heaven  (juits  us  in  despair! 

Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls. 

Or  grieves  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  bless'd ; 

Inhuman,  or  eft'eminate,  his  heart. 

lieason  absolves  the  grief  which  reason  ends. 

May  Heaven  ne'er  trust  my  friend  with  happiness. 

Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well 

By  previous  pain,  and  made  it  safe  to  smile  ! 

Such  smiles  are  mine,  and  such  may  they  remain. 

Nor  hazard  their  extinction  from  excess. 

My  change  of  heart  a  change  of  style  demands  ; 

The  Consolation  cancels  the  Complaint, 

And  makes  u  convert  of  my  guilty  song. 
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As  when  o  erlabour'd,  and  inclined  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  some  rising  ground, 
Some  small  ascent,  has  gain'd,  he  turns  him  round, 
And  measures  with  his  eye  the  various  vale. 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  hehaspass'd. 
And,  satiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Endeard  by  distance,  nor  uH'ects  more  toil ; 
Thus  I,  though  small,  indeed,  is  that  ascent 
The  Muse  has  gained,  review  the  paths  she  trod, 
Various,  extensive,  beaten  but  by  few  ; 
And,  conscious  of  her  prudence  in  repose. 
Pause,  and  with  pleasure  meditate  an  end. 
Though  still  remote  ;  so  fruitful  is  my  theme. 
Through  many  a  field  of  moral  and  divine 
The  3Iuse  has  stray 'd,  and  much  of  sorrow  seen 
In  human  ways,  and  much  of  false  and  vain, 
AVhich  none  who  travel  this  bad  road  can  miss. 
O'er  friends  deceased  full  heartily  she  wept; 
Of  love  divine  the  wonders  she  display 'd  ; 
Proved  man  immortal;  show'd  the  source  of  joy  ; 
The  grand  tribunal  raised ;  assignd  the  bounds 
Of  human  <:ri»'f.     In  few,  to  close  the  whole. 
The  moral  Muse  has  shadow'd  out  a  sketch. 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Uaphaol  stroke. 
Of  most  our  weakness  needs  believe  or  do, 
III  this  our  land  of  travail  and  of  hope, 
J'or  [leace  on  earth,  or  prospect  of  the  skies. 

>\liattlien remains?  niiicli!  much!  amightydebl 
To  bo  discharged.  These  thouglils,  O  Night!  are 

thine ; 
Trom  thee  they  came,  like  lovers'  secret  sighs, 
^\\llUi  others  slept.     So  (.'ynthia,  (poets  feign) 
In  shadows  veil'd,  soft-sliding  from  her  sphere, 
Her  shepherd  cheer'd  ;  of  her  enamour'd  less 

4'j.  *' 
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Than  T  of  tboc. —  And  art  thou  still  unsung, 
Bciioath  \vhose  brow,  ami  by  whoso  aid,  1  sing? 
Immortal  Silonco  !  whore  shall  1  begin  'i 
A^  here  c\u\i  or  how  steal  music  from  the  spheres 
To  sooth  their  goddess  i 

()  majestic  Night ! 
Nature's  great  ancestor !  Day's  elder-born  ! 
And  fated  to  survive  the  transient  Sun  1 
By  mortals  and  immortals  seen  with  awe ! 
A  starry  crown  thy  raven  brow  adorns. 
An  azure  zone  thy  waist ;  clouds,  in  heaven's  loom 
"Wrought  through  varieties  of  shape  and  shade, 
Jn  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine. 
Thy  flowing  mantle  form,  and,  heaven  throughout, 
Voluminously  pour  thy  pompous  train  : 
Thy  gloomy  grandeurs  (Nature's  most  august. 
Inspiring  aspect !)  claim  a  grateful  verse  ; 
And,  like  a  sable  curtain  starr'd  with  gold. 
Drawn  o'er  n)y  labours  past,  shall  close  the  scene. 

And  what,  C)  man !  so  worthy  to  be  sung? 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  songs  of  heaven? 
Creation  of  archangels  is  the  theme  ! 
What  to  be  sung  so  needful,  what  so  well 
Celestial  joys  prepare  us  to  sustain  ? 
The  soul  of  man,  His  face  design'd  to  see 
Who  gave  these  wonders  to  be  seen  by  man, 
Has  here  a  previous  scene  of  objects  great 
On  which  to  dwell ;  to  stretch  to  that  expanse 
Of  thought,  to  rise  to  that  exalted  height 
Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awe, 
And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  strength 
Which  best  may  qualify  for  final  joy. 
The  more  our  spirits  are  enlarged  on  earth, 
The  deeper  draught  shall  they  receive  of  heaven. 
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Heaven's  King !  whose  face  unveil'd  consum- 
mates bliss. 
Redundant  bliss  !  which  fills  that  mighty  void 
The  w  hole  Creation  leaves  in  human  hearts  ! 
Thou  !  who  didst  touch  the  lip  of  Jesse's  son, 
Kapp'd  in  sweet  contemplation  of  these  fires, 
And  set  his  harp  in  concert  w  ith  the  spheres. 
While  of  thy  works  material  the  Supreme 
1  dare  attempt,  assist  my  daring  song: 
Loose  me  from  Earth's  enclosure ;  from  the  Sun's 
Contracted  circle  set  my  heart  at  large  ; 
Eliminate  my  spirit,  give  it  range 
Through  provinces  of  thought  yet  unexplored  ; 
Teach  me,  by  this  stupendous  scatiolding. 
Creation's  golden  steps,  to  climb  to  Thee : 
Teach  me  with  art  great  Nature  to  control. 
And  spread  a  lustre  o'er  the  shades  of  night. 
Feel  1  thy  kind  assent  ?  and  shall  the  Sun 
Be  seen  at  midnight,  rising  in  my  song?     [heart, 

Lorenzo  !  come,  and  warm  thee  :  thou,  whose 
AVhose  little  heart,  is  moor'd  within  a  nook 
Of  this  obscure  terrestrial,  anchor  weigh; 
Another  ocean  calls,  a  noblur  port ; 
I  am  thy  pilot,  1  thy  prosperous  gale  : 
(gainful  thy  voyage  through  yon  azure  main, 
Main  without  tempest,  pirate,  rock,  or  shore, 
And  wlnnce  thou  niayst  imjiort  eternal  wealth, 
An«l  have  to  beggard   minds  tlit;  p<  url  and  gold. 
Thy  travels  dost  thou  boast  oer  Ibreign  realms  ! 
Thou  stranger  to  the  world  !    thy  tour  begin  ; 
Thy  tour  through  Nature's  universal  orb. 
Nature  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large, 
On  soaring  souls,  that  sail  among  the  spheres; 
And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole. 
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Wlio  circles  spacious  earth,  then  travels  here, 
Shall  own  he  never  was  from  home  liefore. 
Cotuc,  my  Prometheus  ' !  from  thy  pointed  rock 
Of  false  ambition,  if  unchainVI,  we'll  mount; 
AVc'll,  innocently,  steal  celestial  lire, 
And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  stars  ; 
A  theft  that  shall  not  chain,  but  set  thee  free. 

Above  our  atnjosphere's  intestine  wars, 
l\ain's  fountain-head,  the  magazine  of  hail ; 
Above  the  northern  nests  of  feather'd  snows. 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  Haming  forge 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning:  'bove  the  caves 
AVhere  infant  tempests  wait  their  growing  wings, 
And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  that  roar. 
Which  soon,  perhaps,  shall  ^lake  a  guilty  world ; 
Above  misconstrued  omens  of  the  sky, 
Far-travel'd  comets'  calculated  blaze, 
Elance  thy  thought,  and  think  of  more  than  man  : 
Thy  soul,  till  now  contracted,  wither'd,  shrunk. 
Blighted  by  blasts  of  Earth's  unwholesome  air. 
Will  blossom  here  ;  spread  all  her  faculties 
To  these  bright  ardours  ;  every  power  unfold, 
And  rise  into  sublimities  of  thought. 
Stars  teach,  as  well  as  shine.     At  Nature's  birth 
Thus  their  commission  ran. — '  13e  kind  to  man.' 
Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller !     [fail. 
The  stars  will  light  thee,  though  the  moon  should 
Where  art  thou,  more  benighted  !  more  astray  ! 
In  ways  immoral  ^  the  stars  call  thee  back. 
And,  if  obey'd  their  counsel,  set  thee  right. 

This  prospect  vast,  what  is  it  ?— VVeigh'd  aright 
Tis  Nature's  system  of  divinity, 

"See  Niglil  the  Eightb,  p.  18,. 
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And  every  student  of  the  night  inspues. 

'Tis  elder  Scripture,  writ  by  (iod's  own  hand  ; 

Scripture  authentic  !  uncorrupt  by  man. 

Lorenzo !  with  my  radius  (tiie  rich  gift 

Of  thought  nocturnal)  I'll  jjoiiit  out  to  thee 

Its  various  lessons ;  some  that  may  surprise 

An  unadept  in  mysteries  of  Night; 

Little,  perhaps,  expected  in  her  school, 

Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet  or  on  star  ; 

Bulls,  lions,  scorpions,  monsters  here  we  feign. 

Ourselves  more  monstrous,  not  to  see  what  here 

Exists,  indeed, — a  lecture  to  mankind  ! 

What  read  we  here  I — the'  existence  of  a  God] 
Yes  :  and  of  other  beings,  man  above  ; 
Natives  of  ether  !  sons  of  higher  climes  ! 
And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo's  wonder  more. 
Eternity  is  written  in  the  skies. 
And  whose  eternity  '. — Lorenzo  !  thine; 
Mankind's  eternity.     Nor  faith  alone, 
^  irtue  grows  here;  here  springs  the  sovereign  cure 
Of  almost  every  vice,  but  chiefly  thine, 
M'rath,  pridt-,  ambition,  and  imimre  desire. 

Lorenzo  !  thou  canst  wake  at  midnight  too, 
Thougii  not  on  morals  bent.  Ambition,  Pleasure  ! 
Those  tyrants  1  for  thee  so  lately  fought^ 
Aflord  their  harass'd  slaves  but  slender  rest. 
Thou,  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon. 
And  the  sun's  ncKin-tide  blaze  |)riuie  dawn  of  day, 
Not  by  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crime. 
Commencing  one  of  our  antipodes  ! 
In  thy  nocturnal  rove  one  monniit  halt, 
Twixt  stage  and  stage  of  rirtt  and  cai)al. 


•"  ill  Night  tlif  i:ighlli. 

c;  2 
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And  lift  thino  eye  (it"  bold  an  eye  to  lift, 
If  bold  to  meet  the  face  of  ii»jure<l  JJeavcn) 
'l\)  voiuler  stars:   for  other  ends  they  shine 
Than  to  light  revellers  from  shame  to  shame. 
And  thus  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  of  space, 
With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete, 
"Which  set  the  living  firmament  on  fire, 
At  the  first  glance,  in  such  an  overwhelm 
Of  wonderful  on  man's  astonish'd  sight 
Hushes  Omnipotence  ? — To  curb  our  pride. 
Our  reason  rouse,  and  lead  it  to  that  Power 
Whose  love  lets  down  these  silver  chains  of  light; 
To  draw  up  man's  ambition  to  himself. 
And  bind  our  chaste  affections  to  his  throne. 
Thus  the  three  virtues,  least  alive  on  earth, 
And  welcomed  on  heaven's  coast  with  most  ap- 
plause. 
An  humble,  pure,  and  heavenly-minded  heart, 
Are  here  inspired ; — and  canst  thou  gaze  too  long  ? 

Nor  stands  thy  wrath  deprived  of  its  reproof. 
Or  unupbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  system  represent 
Kind  neighbours  ;  mutual  amity  prevails  ; 
Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  received,  return'd. 
Enlightening  and  enlighten'd  !  all,  at  once. 
Attracting  and  attracted  !   patriot-like, 
None  sins  against  the  welfare  of  the  whole; 
liut  their  reciprocal,  unselfish  aid, 
Affords  an  emblem  of  millennial  love. 
Nothing  in  nature,  much  less  conscious  being. 
Was  e'er  created  solely  for  itself. 
Thus  man  his  sovereign  duty  learns  in  this 
Material  picture  of  benevolence. 
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And  know,  of  all  our  supercilious  race, 
Thou  most  inflammable  !  thou  wasp  of  men  ! 
Man's  angry  heart,  inspected,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  set,  as  are  the  starry  spheres: 
Tis  Nature's  structure,  broke  by  stubborn  AVill, 
Breeds  all  that  uncelestial  discord  there. 
Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  Nature  gave  ? 
Canst  thou  descend  from  converse  with  the  skies, 
And  seize  thy  brothers  throat? — For  what? — a 

clod? 
An  inch  of  earth  ?  The  planets  cry,  '  Forbear.' 
They  chase  our  double  darkness.  Nature's  gloom. 
And  (kinder  still  !)  our  intellectual  night. 

And  see,  Day's  amiable  sister  sends 
Her  invitation,  in  the  softest  rays 
Of  mitigated  lustre  ;  courts  thy  sight, 
NN'hich  suti'ers  from  her  tyrant-brother's  blaze. 
Night  srants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  skies, 
Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  hfted  eye; 
With  gain  and  joy,  she  bribes  thee  to  be  wise. 
Night  opes  the  noblest  scenes,  and  sheds  an  awe 
W  hich  gives  those  venerable  scenes  full  weight. 
And  deep  reception  in  the'  entender'd  heart; 
\>  hile  light  p(e[)s  through  the  darkness  like  a  spy. 
And  darkness  shows  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 
Nor  is  the  profit  greater  than  the  joy. 
If  human  hearts  at  glorious  objects  glow. 
And  admiration  can  inspire  delight. 

\N  hat  speak  I  more,  than  I  this  moment  feel? 
Willi  phasing  stup(jr  first  the  soul  is  struck, 
(Stupor  ordain'd  to  make  her  tndy  wise  !) 
Then  into  trans|)ort  starting  from  her  trance, 
\\  itii  love  and  admiration  how  she  glows! 
This  gorgeous  apparatus  !  this  display  ! 
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This  ostentation  of  creative  power ! 

This  theatre  ! — what  eye  can  take  it  in? 

By  what  (hviiu;  eiiohantniciit  was  it  raised, 

I'or  minds  ot  the  first  niai;riitnde  to  hiunch 

In  endUss  specidation,  and  a(h)re? 

One  Sun  by  ihiy,  by  niglit  ten  thousand  shine, 

And  hght  us  deep  into  the  Deity  ; 

How  boundless  in  magnificence  and  might ! 

O  what  a  confluence  ot'etherial  fires. 

From  urns  unnumber'd,  down  the  steep  of  lieaven 

Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  sight ! 

Nor  tarries  there  ;    I  feel  it  at  my  heart : 

My  heart,  at  once,  it  iiumbles  and  exalts; 

Lays  it  in  dust,  and  calls  it  to  the  skies. 

Who  sees  it  uncxalted,  or  uuawed  i 

Who  sees  it,  and  can  stop  at  what  is  seen  ? 

Material  offspring  of  Omnipotence  ! 

Inanimate,  all-animating  birth  ! 

Work  worthy  him  who  made  it!  worthy  praise! 

All  praise  !   praise  more  than  human!  nor  deny'd 

Thy  |)raise  divine  ! — But  though  man,  drown'd  in 

Withholds  his  homage,  not  alone  I  wake  ;  [sleep, 

Bright  legions  swarm  unseen,  and  sing  unheard 

By  mortal  ear,  the  glorious  Architect, 

In  this  his  universal  ten)ple,  hung 

With  lustres,  with  innumerable  lights. 

That  shed  religion  on  the  soul  ;  at  once 

The  temple  and  the  preacher  !   O  how  loud 

It  calls  Devotion  !  genuine  growth  of  Night! 

Devotion  !  daughter  of  Astronomy ! 
An  undevout  astronomer  is  mad. 
True  ;  all  things  speak  a  God ;  but  in  the  small. 
Men  trace  out  Him  ;  in  great.  He  seizes  man  ; 
Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  raps,  and  fills 


THE  CONSOLATION.  73 

AVith  new  inquiries,  mid  associates  new. 

Tell  me,  ye  stars  !  ye  planets  !  tell  me,  all 

Ye  starr'd  and  planeted  inhabitants  !  what  is  it  ? 

AVhat  are  these  sons  of  wonder?  Say,  proud  Arch, 

(Within  whose  azure  palaces  they  dwell) 

Built  with  divine  ambition  !  in  disdain 

Of  hmit,  built !  built  in  the  taste  of  heaven  ! 

Vast  concave  !  ample  dome  !  wast  thou  design'd 

A  meet  apartment  for  the  Deity? — 

Not  so ;  that  thought  alone  thy  state  impairs, 

Thy  lofty  sinks,  and  shallows  thy  profound, 

And  strengthens  thy  diflusive  ;  dwarfs  the  whole, 

And  makes  an  Universe  an  orrery. 

But  when  1  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man. 
Thy  right  regain'd,  thy  grandeur  is  restored, 
O  Nature  !  wide  tlies  off  the'  expanding  round  : 
As  when  whole  magazines,  at  once,  are  fired. 
The  smitten  air  is  hollow'd  by  the  blow. 
The  vast  displosion  dissipates  the  clouds, 
Shock'd  ether's  billows  dash  the  distant  skies  ; 
'J'hus  (but  far  more)  the'  expanding  round  Hies  off, 
And  leaves  a  mighty  voifl,  a  spacious  womb. 
Might  teem  with  new  creation  ;  reinHamed, 
Thy  luminaries  triumph,  and  as&ume 
Divinity  themselves.     Mor  was  it  strange. 
Matter  high-wrought  to  such  surprising  pomp. 
Such  godlike  glory,  stole  the  style  of  gods, 
I'rom  ;iges  dark,  obtuse,  and  stecp'd  in  sense  : 
I'or  sure  to  sense  they  truly  are  divine, 
An<l  half  al)solved  i(l(jlatry  from  guilt, 
Nay,  turn'd  it  into  virtue.      Such  it  was 
In  those,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  man 
I'nlost,  to  lift  their  thought,  nor  mounted  higher; 
Jlnt,\yeak  of  wing,  on  planets  perch'd,  and  thought 
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What  was  their  highest  must  be  their  adored. 

I>ut  they  liowutaiv,  whocouhl  no  higher  mount? 
And  are  tliere,  tlien,  Lorenzo  !  those  to  whom 
Unseen,  and  nnexistent,  arc  the  same? 
And  it  incoinpreheiisihle  is  join'd, 
Who  dare  pronounce  it  madness  to  believe? 
Why  has  the  mighty  Builder  thrown  aside 
All  measure  in  his  work  ?  stretch'd  out  his  line 
So  far,  and  sj)read  amazement  o'er  the  whole? 
Then  (as  he  took  dcligiit  in  wide  extremes) 
Deej)  in  the  bosom  ot"  his  Universe  [man  ! 

Dro])p\l  down  that  reasoning  mite,  that  insect, 
To  crawl,  and  gaze,  and  wonder  at  the  scene? — 
That  man  might  ne'er  presume  to  plead  amazement 
For  disbelief  of  wonders  in  himself. 
Shall  God  be  less  miraculous,  than  what 
His  hand  has  form'd  ?  shall  mysteries  descend 
From  unmysterious  ?  things  more  elevate, 
13e  more  familiar?    uncreated  lie 
More  obvious  tiian  created,  to  the  grasp 
Of  human  thougiit?  The  more  of  wonderful 
Is  heard  in  IJin),  the  more  we  should  assent. 
Could  we  conceive  him,  God  he  could  not  be  ; 
Or  he  not  God,  or  we  could  not  be  men. 
A  God  alone  can  comprehend  a  God : 
Man's  distance  how  immense  !  On  such  a  theme. 
Know  this,  Lorenzo !  (seem  it  ne'er  so  strange) 
Nothing  can  satisfy,  but  what  confounds  ; 
Nothing  but  wiiat  astonishes,  is  true. 
The  scene  thou  seest  attests  the  truth  I  sing. 
And  every  star  sheds  light  upon  thy  creed. 
These  stars,  this  furniture,  this  cost  of  heaven, 
If  but  reported,  thou  hadst  ne'er  believed  ; 
But  thine  eye  tells  thee,  the  romance  is  true. 
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The  grand  of  Nature  is  the'  Almighty's  oath. 
In  Heason's  court,  to  silence  Unbehef. 

How  my  mind,  opening-  at  this  scene,  imbibes 
Tlie  moral  emanations  of  the  skies, 
AVhile  nought,  perhaps,  Lorenzo  less  admires  ! 
Has  the  Great  Sovereign  sent  ten  thousand  worlds 
To  tell  us,  He  resides  above  them  all, 
In  glory's  unapproachable  recess? 
And  dare  earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  sumptuous,  the  magnitic  endjassy, 
A  moments  audience  ?  Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 
IVom  whom  they  come,  orwhat  they  would  impart 
Tor  man's  emolument;  sole  cause  that  stoops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?  Lorenzo  !  rouse  ; 
Let  thought,  avvaken'd,  take  the  lightning's  wing, 
And  glance  from  east  to  west,  from  pole  to  pole. 
AVho  sees,  but  is  confounded,  or  convinced? 
Renounces  reason,  or  a  (jod  adores  ? 
Mankind  was  sent  into  the  world  to  see: 
Sight  gives  the  science  needful  to  their  peace ; 
That  obvious  science  asks  small  It  arning's  aid. 
\\  oiddst  thou  on  metaphysic  pinions  soar? 
Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns? 
Or  travel  history's  enormous  round  t 
Nature  no  such  hard  task  enjoins  :  she  gave 
A  make  to  man  directive  of  his  thought; 
A  make  set  uj)right,  poiiitiii^i  lo  the  stars, 
As  who  shall  say,  '  ]{<  ad  thy  ehiel  lesson  there.' 
'!'()o  late  to  read  this  nianuscii|»t  of  inaven, 
W  hen,  like  a  parchment-scroll, shrunk  up  by  flames. 
It  folds  Lorenzo's  lesson  from  his  sight. 

Lesson  how  various!  not  th(!  (iod  alone, 
I  se(;  his  nnnistcjrs;   I  see,  diMused 
In  radiant  orders,  essences  sublime. 
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Of  various  offices,  of  various  plume, 
In  heavenly  liveries  distinctly  clad, 
Azure,  green,  ])urple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold. 
Or  all  coniniix'd;  they  stand,  with  wings  outspreail, 
Listening  to  catch  the  Master's  least  command, 
And  fly  through  nature  ere  the  moment  ends  ; 
Numbers  innumerable  !  —  \y ell  conceived 
By  Pasan  and  by  Cl)ristian !  O'er  each  sphere 
Presides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  course. 
And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames ;  or  to  discharge 
Other  high  trusts  unknown  ;  for  who  can  see 
Such  pomj)  of  matter,  and  imagine  mind 
(For  which  alone  inanimate  was  made) 
More  sparingly  dispensed  ?  that  nobler  sor^, 
Far  liker  the  great  Sire  ! — Tis  thus  the  skies 
Inform  us  of  superiors  numberless, 
As  much,  in  excellence,  above  mankind. 
As  above  earth,  in  magnitude,  the  spheres. 
These,  as  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  hang  o'er  us: 
In  a  throng'd  theatre  are  all  our  deeds. 
Perhaps  a  thousand  demigods  descend 
On  every  beam  we  see,  to  walk  with  men. 
Awful  reflection  1  stronger  restraint  from  ill ! 
Yet  here,  our  virtue  finds  still  stronger  aid 
From  these  ethcrial  glories  sense  surveys. 
Something,  like  magic,  strikes  from  this  blue  vault: 
With  just  attention  is  it  view'd  ?  we  feel 
A  sudden  succour,  unimplored,  unthought. 
Nature  herself  does  half  the  work  of  man. 
Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  forests,  deserts,  rocks, 
The  promontory's  height,  the  depth  profound 
Of  subterranean  excavated  grots, 
Black-brow'd,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  wide. 
From  Nature's  structure,  or  the  scoop  of  Time ; 
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If  ample  of  dimension,  vast  of  size, 

E'en  these  an  aggrandizing  impulse  give; 

Of  solemn  thought  enthusiastic  heights 

E'en  these  infuse. — But  what  of  vast  in  these? 

Nothing — or  we  must  own  tlie  skies  forgot. 

Much  less  in  art. — ^  ain  Art !  thou  pigmy  power! 

How  dost  thou  s\v(ll,and  strut, with  human  pride, 

To  show  tliy  littleness  !    \S  hat  childish  toys, 

Thy  watery  columns  squirted  to  the  clouds  ! 

Thy  bason'd  rivers  and  imprison'd  seas  ! 

Tliy  mountains  moulded  into  forms  of  men  ! 

Thy  hundred-gated  ca|)itals  !  or  those 

M  liere  three  days'  travel  left  us  much  to  ride; 

Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought. 

Arches  triumpiial,  theatres  immense. 

Or  nodding  gardens  pendent  in  mid  air! 

Or  temples  proud  to  meet  their  gods  half-way  ! 

Vet  these  atl'ect  us  in  no  common  kind : 

^^  iiat  then  tiie  force  of  such  superior  scenes? 

I'.nter  a  temple,  it  will  strike  an  awe: 

\V  hat  awe  from  this  the  Deity  has  built? 

A  good  man  seen,  though  silent,  counsel  gives : 

The  touch'd  spectator  wishes  to  be  wise. 

In  a  bright  mirror  His  own  hands  have  made, 

Here  we  see  something  like  the  face  of  (iod. 

Seems  it  not  then  enough  to  say,  Lorenzo, 

'J'o  man  abandon'd,  '  Hast  thou  seen  the  skies?' 

An<l  yet,  so  tliwarted  Nature's  kind  design 
By  daring  man,  be  makes  lu-r  sacred  awe 
('I'hal  guard  from  ill)  his  shelter,  his  temptation 
'\'()  more  than  common  guilt,  and  <piite  inverts 
Celestial  Art's  intent.     The  trend)ling  stars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  stalking  through  the  gloom 
^^  ilh  front  erect,  that  hide;  their  h«  ad  by  day, 

Li.  II 
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And  making  night  still  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  shades  descend, 
Kupine  and  Murder,  hnk'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 
The  miser  earths  his  treasure  ;  and  the  thief, 
Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  morn. 
Now  plots  and  foul  conspiracies  awake, 
And,  mutlling  up  their  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Ilavock  and  devastation  they  prepare, 
And  kingdoms  tottering  in  the  field  of  blood. 
Now  sons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 
AV hat  shall  1  do?— suppress  it?  or  proclaim? — 
Why  sleeps  the  thunder?   Now,  Lorenzo!  now 
His  best  friends  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Ascends  secure,  and  laughs  at  gods  and  men. 
Preposterous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  shame. 
Lay  their  crimes  bare  to  these  chaste  eyes  of  heaven , 
Yet  shrink  and  shudder  at  a  mortal's  sight. 
Were  moon  and  stars  for  villains  only  made 
To  guide,  yet  screen  them,  with  tenebrious  light  ? 
No  ;  they  were  made  to  fashion  the  sublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  wiser  make  the  wise. 

Those  ends  were  answer'd  once,  when  mortals 
Of  stronger  wing,  of  aquiline  ascent,  [lived 

In  theory  sublime.     O  how  unlike 
Those  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  sung, 
Who  crawl  on  earth,  and  on  her  venom  feed! 
Those  ancient  sages,  human  stars  !  they  met 
Their  brothers  of  the  skies  at  midnight  hour. 
Their  counsel  ask'd,  and  what  they  ask\l  obey'd. 
The  Stagirite,  and  Plato,  he  who  drank 
The  poison'd  bowl,  and  he  of  Tusculum, 
With  him  of  Corduba,  (immortal  names  !) 
In  these  unbounded  and  Elysian  walks. 
An  area  fit  for  gods  and  godlike  men. 
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They  took  their  nightly  round,  through  radiant 

paths, 
By  seraphs  trod  ;  instructed,  chiefly,  thus, 
To  tread  in  their  bright  footsteps  here  below. 
To  walk  in  worth  still  brighter  than  the  skies. 
There  they  contracted  their  contempt  of  earth  ; 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled  there  the  tire  ; 
There,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glow'd,  and  grew 
(Great  visitants  !)  more  intimate  with  God, 

More  worth  to  men,  more  joyous  to  themselves. 
Throuf^h  various  virtues  they,  with  ardour,  ran 
The  zodiac  of  their  learnd  illustrious  lives. 
In  Christian  hearts,  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal ! 

A  needful,  but  opprobrious  prayer  !  as  much 

Our  ardour  less,  as  greater  is  our  light. 

How  monstrous  this  in   morals  !    Scarce  more 
strange 

Would  this  phenomenon  in  nature  strike, 

A  sun  that  froze  us,  or  a  star  that  warm'd. 

\A'hat  taught  these  heroes  of  the  moral  world? 

To  these  thou  givest  thy  praise,  give  credit  too. 

These  doctors  ne'er  were  pension'd  to  deceive  thee, 

And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  taste. — They  taught. 

That  narrow  views  betray  to  misery  ; 

That  wise  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole; 

That  virtue  rose  from  Nature;   ponder'd  well, 

Tli(!  single  base  of  virtue  built  to  I  leaven  ; 

'I'liat  (Jod  and  Nature  our  attention  claim; 

'I'iiat  Nature  is  l\u'  glass  reflecting  God, 

As,  by  the  sea,  reflected  is  the  sun, 

To(i  irlorious  to  be  jrazed  on  in  his  s[)here ; 

That  mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims ; 

That  boundless  mind  aflects  a  boundless  space; 

That  vast  surveys,  and  the  sublime  of  things, 
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The  soul  assimilate,  and  make  her  great ; 
That,  therefore,  heaven  her  glories,  as  a  fund 
Of  inspiration,  thus  spreads  out  to  man. 
Such  are  their  doctrines  ;  such  the  ]\ight  inspired. 

And   what   more;    true?  what  truth  of  greater 
w  eij;ht  ^ 
The  soul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  skies. 
Delightful  outlet  of  her  prison  here  ! 
There,  disencumber'd  from  her  chains,  the  ties 
Of  toys  terrestrial,  she  can  rove  at  large  ; 
There  freely  can  respire,  dilate,  extend. 
In  full  proportion  let  loose  all  her  powers. 
And,  undeluded,  grasp  at  something  great. 
Nor  as  a  strangir  docs  she  w aiidcr  there. 
But,  wonderful  herself,  through  wonder  strays; 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  tinds  her  own; 
Dives  deep  in  their  economy  divine. 
Sits  high  in  judgment  on  their  various  laws. 
And,  like  a  master,  judges  not  amiss. 
Hence  greatly  pleased,  and  justly  proud,  the  soul 
Grows  conscious  of  her  birth  celestial;  breathes 
More  life,  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air, 
And  feels  herself  at  home  among  the  stars. 
And,  feeling,  emulates  her  country's  praise. 

^Vhat  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenzo  1 — 
As  earth  the  body,  since  the  skies  sustain 
The  soul  \\ith  food  that  gives  immortal  life. 
Call  it  the  noble  pasture  of  the  mind, 
AV  hich  there  expatiates,  strengthens,  and  exults. 
And  riots  through  the  luxuries  of  thought. 
Call  it  the  garden  of  the  Deity, 
Blossom'd  with  stars,  redundant  in  the  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrosial,  moral  fruit  to  man. 
Call  it  the  breast-plate  of  the  true  lligh-priest. 
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Ardent  ^vith  gems  oiacular,  that  give, 
In  points  of  highest  moment,  right  response  ; 
And  ill  neglected,  if  we  prize  our  peace. 
Thus  have  we  found  a  true  astrology  ; 
Thus  have  we  foinid  a  new  and  noble  sense, 
In  which  alone  stars  govern  human  fates. 

0  that  the  stars  (as  some  have  feign'd)  let  fall 
Bloodshed  and  havoc  on  embattled  realms, 
And  rescued  monarchs  from  so  black  a  guilt! 
Bourbon  !  this  wish  how  generous  in  a  foe  ? 
Wouldst  thou  be  great,  wouldst  thou  become  a  god, 
And  stick  thy  deathless  name  among  the  stars, 
For  mighty  conquests  on  a  needle's  point  I 
Instead  of  forging  chains  for  foreigners  ; 
Bastile,  thy  tutor;  grandeur,  all  thy  aim? 

And  yet  thou  know'st  not  what  it  is.   liow  great, 
How  glorious,  then  appears  the  mind  of  man, 
AV  hen  in  it  all  the  stars  and  planets  roll  ! 
And  what  it  seems,  it  is.     Great  objects  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge; 
Those  still  more  godlike  as  these  more  divine. 

And  more  divine;  than  these,  thou  canst  not  see. 
Dazzled,  o'erpower'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
()i'  miscellaneous  splendours,  how  1  reel 
From  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end  ! 
An  K«len  this !   a  Paradise  unlost ! 

1  meet  the  Deity  in  every  view, 

And  tremble  at  my  nakedness  before  i)im  ! 
(>  that  I  ccjuld  but  reach  the  tree  of  life  ! 
i'or  lieie  it  grows  unguarded  from  our  taste; 
No  tlatning  sword  denies  our  entrance  here: 
\\  ould  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever. 

Lorenzo  !   much  of  moral  hast  thou  seen  : 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  tlicu  mark 

II  2 
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The  matlicRiatic  glories  of  tlie  skits, 

In  number,  weight,  and  measure,  all  ortlain'd. 

Lorenzo's  boasted  builders.  Chance  and  Fate, 

Are  left  to  finish  iiis  aerial  towers ; 

Wisdom  anil  (Mioice,  their  well-known  characters 

Here  deep  impress,  and  claim  it  for  their  own. 

Though  splendid  all,  no  splendour  void  of  use. 

Use  rivals  beauty,  art  contends  with  power; 

No  wanton  waste  amid  eft'use  expense, 

The  great  Economist  adjusting  all 

To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wise. 

How  rich  the  prospect !  and  for  ever  new  ; 

And  newest,  to  the  man  that  views  it  most ; 

For  newer  still  in  infinite  succeeds. 

Then  these  aerial  racers,  O  how  swift ! 

How  the  shaft  loiters  from  the  strongest  string  ; 

Spirit  alone  can  distance  the  career. 

Orb  above  orb  ascending,  without  end  '. 

Circle  in  circle,  without  end,  enclosed  ! 

Wheel  within  wheel,  Flzekiel,  like  to  thine! 

Like  thine,  it  seems  a  vision  or  a  dream  ; 

Though  seen,  we  labour  to  believe  it  true  ! 

What  involution  !  what  extent!  what  swarms 

Of  worlds,  (hat  laugh  at  earth  !  immensely  great ! 

Immensely  distant  from  each  other's  spheres ! 

"What,  dien,  the  wondrous  space  through  which 

they  roll  ? 
At  once  it  quite  ingulfs  all  human  thought; 
'Tis  Comprehension's  absolute  defeat. 

Nor  think  thou  seest  a  wild  disorder  here  : 
Through  this  illustrious  chaos  to  the  sight, 
Arrangement  neat  and  chastest  order  reign. 
The  path  prescribed,  inviolably  kept. 
Upbraids  the  lawless  sallies  of  mankind. 
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Worlds,  ever  tlnvartirig;,  never  interfere  : 

\\'hat  knots  are  tied!  how  soon  are  they  dissolved. 

And  set  the  seeming  married  planets  free  ! 

They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove  ; 

Contusion  unconfused  !  nor  less  admire 

This  tumult  untumultuous  ;  all  on  wing- ! 

Tn  motion  all  !  yet  what  profound  repose  ! 

^\\\at  fervid  action,  yet  no  noise!  as  awed 

To  silence  by  the  presence  of  their  Lord  ; 

Or  husii'd  by  his  command,  in  love  to  man. 

And  bid  let  fall  soft  beams  on  human  rest, 

Restless  themselves.     On  yon  cerulean  plain, 

In  exultation  to  their  God  and  thine, 

They  dance,  they  sing  eternal  jubilee. 

Eternal  celebration  of  his  praise  ! 

13ut  since  their  song-  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 

'J'heir  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  sight 

I'air  hieroglyphic  of  his  peerless  power. 

Mark  how  tliu  lal)yrinthian  turns  they  take, 

Tlie  circles  intricate,  and  mystic  maze. 

Weave  the  grand  cipher  of  Omnipotence  ; 

To  gods  how  great !  how  legible  to  man  ! 

Leaves  so  much  wonder  greater  wonder  still? 
AVhere  are  tlu^  pillars  that  snpj)ort  the  skies  ? 
A\  liat  more  than  Atlanteaii  shoulder  props 
The"  iricumljent  load?  what  magic,  what  strange  art. 
In  fluid  air  thi'so  ponderous  orbs  sustains? 
W  ho  wimid  not  think  them  hung  in  golden  chains? — 
And  so  tin  y  are  ;  in  the  high  will  of  Heaven, 
Mhich  (ix»!s  all ;   makes  adamant  of  air, 
( )r  air  of  adamant ;   makes  all  of  nought. 
Or  nought  of  all,  if  such  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine  from  their  deep  ioiindations  torn 
The  most  gigantic  sons  of  earth,  the  broad 
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And  towering  Alps,  all  toss'd  into  the  sea; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Their  hnlks  enormous  dancing  on  the  waVes, 
In  time  and  measure  exijnisite  ;  while  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  spheres, 
Tune  their  sonorous  instruments  aloi't, 
The  concert  swell,  and  animate  the  ball. 
Would  this  appear  amazing? — what  then  worlds 
In  a  far  thinner  element  sustain'd. 
And  acting  the  same  part  with  greater  skill. 
More  rapid  movement,  and  for  noblest  ends? 

More  obvious  ends  to  pass,  are  not  these  stars 
The  seats  majestic,  proud  imperial  thrones. 
On  which  angelic  delegates  of  JtJeaven, 
At  certain  periods,  as  the  Sovereign  nods, 
Discharge  high  trusts  of  vengeance  or  of  love. 
To  clothe  in  outward  grandeur  grand  design, 
And  acts  more  solemn  still  more  solemnize  ? 
Ye  citizens  of  air  !  what  ardent  thanks, 
What  full  etlusion  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Is  due  from  man,  indulged  in  such  a  sight! 
A  sight  so  noble  !   and  a  sight  so  kind ! 
It  drops  new  truths  at  every  new  survey ! 
Feels  not  Lorenzo  something  stir  within, 
That  sweeps  away  all  period?  As  these  spheres 
Measure  duration,  they  no  less  inspire 
The  godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end.  [take 

The  boundless  space,  through  which  these  rovers 
Their  restless  roam,  suggests  the  sister  thought 
Of  boundless  time.    Thus,  by  kind  Nature's  skill, 
To  man  unlabour'd,  that  important  guest, 
Eternity,  finds  entrance  at  the  sight ; 
And  an  eternity  for  man  ordain'd. 
Or  these  his  destined  midnight  counsellors, 
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The  stars,  had  never  wliisper'd  it  to  man. 
Nature  informs,  but  ne'er  insults,  her  sons  : 
Could  she,  then,  kindle  tiie  most  ardent  wish 
To  disappoint  it  ? — That  is  blasphemy! 
Thus  ol'  thy  creed  a  second  article, 
Momentous  as  the"  existence  of  a  God, 
Is  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  sought. 
And  thou  raayst  read  thy  soul  immortal  here. 

Here,  then,  Lorenzo!  on  these  glories  dwell; 
Nor  want  the  gilt,  illuminated  roof, 
'i'hat  calls  the  wretched  gay  to  dark  delights. 
Assemblies? — this  is  one  divinely  bright; 
Here,  unendan;:er"d  in  health,  wealth,  or  fame, 
llange  through  the  fairest,  and  tlie  Sultan  scorn. 
He,  wise  as  thou,  no  Crescent  holds  so  fair 
As  that  which  on  his  turban  awes  a  world. 
And  thinks  the  Moon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 
Look  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give, 
A  mind  superior  to  the  charms  of  power. 
Thou,  miiitled  in  delusions  of  this  life! 
Can  yond(;r  moon  turn  Ocean  in  his  bed 
IVom  side  to  sid(-  in  constant  el)l)  and  flow. 
And  purify  from  stench  his  watery  realms? 
And  fails  lier  moral  inlluence  I  wants  she  power 
To  turn  Lorenzo's  stubborn  tide  of  thought 
I'rom  stagnating  on  earth's  infected  shore. 
And  purge  from  nuisance  his  corrupted  heart? 
Tails  her  attraction,  \\  Ik.ii  it  diaws  to  Heaven  ? 
Nay,  and  to  what  lliou  vainest  more,  eartli's  joy? 
Minds  (levatc,  and  pantiui:  lor  unseen. 
And  <lefccate  tVoin  sense,  alone  obtain 
I'idl  relish  of  existence  undeflower'd, 
Th«!  life  of  life,  the  zest  of  worldly  bliss; 
All  else  on  earth  amounts— to  what?  to  this: 
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'  Bad  to  1)0  suffer'd,  blessings  to  be  loft :' 
Earth's  richest  inventory  boasts  no  more. 

Of  higher  scenes  be  then  the  call  obey\l. 
O  let  me  gaze  ! — of  gazing  there's  no  end. 
O  let  me  think  !— thought,  too,  is  wilder'd  here  ; 
In  mid-way  flight  Imagination  tires  ; 
Yet  soon  reprunes  her  wing  to  soar  anew. 
Her  point  unable  to  forbear  or  gain  ; 
So  great  the  pleasure,  so  profound  the  plan ! 
A  banquet  this,  where  men  and  angels  meet, 
Eat  the  same  manna,  mingle  Earth  and  Heaven. 
How  distant  some  of  these  nocturnal  suns  ! 
So  distant  (says  the  sage)  'twere  not  absurd 
To  doubt  if  beams,  set  out  at  Nature's  birth, 
Are  yet  arrived  at  this  so  foreign  world, 
Though  nothing  half  so  rapid  as  their  flight. 
An  vye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll. 
And  roll  for  ever.     Who  can  satiate  sight 
In  such  a  scene  ?  in  such  an  ocean  wide 
Of   deep    astonishment]    where    depth,    height, 

breadth, 
Are  lost  in  their  extremes;  and  where  to  count 
The  thick-sown  glories  in  this  field  of  lire. 

Perhaps  a  serapii's  computation  fails. 

Now  go,  Ambition  !  boast  thy  boundless  might 

In  conquest  o'er  tiie  tenth  part  of  a  grain. 
And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles. 

To  give  his  tottering  faith  a  solid  base. 

Why  call  for  less,  than  is  already  thine  ? 

Thou  art  no  novice  in  theology  ; 

What  is  a  miracle?— 'Tis  a  reproach, 

'Tis  an  implicit  satire  on  mankind. 

And  while  it  satisfies,  it  censures  too. 

To  common  sense  great  Nature's  course  proclaims 

A  Deity:  When  mankind  falls  asleep. 
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A  miracle  is  sent  as  an  alarm 

To  wake  the  world,  and  prove  him  o'er  again, 

By  recent  argument,  but  not  more  strong. 

Say  which  imports  more  plenitude  of  power, 

Or  Nature's  laws  to  fix,  or  to  repeal? 

To  make  a  Sun,  or  stop  his  mid  career? 

To  countermand  his  orders,  and  send  back 

The  flaminu,  courier  to  the  frighted  East, 

Warm'd  and  astunislfd  at  his  evening  ray ; 

Or  bid  the  Moon,  as  with  her  journey  tired. 

In  Ajalon's  soft  Howery  vale  repose? 

Great  things  are  these  ?  still  greater  to  create. 

From  Adam's  bovver  look  down  through  the  whole 

Of  miracles  ; — resistless  is  their  power  ?        [train 

They  do  not,  cannot,  more  amaze  the  mind, 

Than  this,  call'd  nnmiraculous  survey. 

If  duly  wcigh'd,  if  rationally  seen. 

If  seen  with  human  eyes.     The  brute,  indeed. 

Sees  nought  but  spangles  here  ;  the  fool,  no  more. 

Say'st  thou,  '  The  course  of  Nature  governs  all  V 

The  course  of  Nature  is  the  Art  of  God. 

The  miracles,  thou  call'st  for,  this  attest; 

For  say,  could  Nature  Nature's  course  control? 

Uut,  mirach's  apart,  wtio  sees  him  not 
Nature's  Controller,  Autiior,  (iuido,  and  End? 
Who  turns  his  (^ye  on  Nature's  mi(hiiniit  face, 
IJut  must  in(piire — '  ^^  hat  hand  bcliind  the  scene, 
What  arm  Almighty,  put  these  wheeling  globes 
In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vast  machine? 
M  ho  rounded  in  his  p;dm  these  spacious  orbs? 
^^  ho  bowl'd  them  tlauiiiig  through  the  dark  pro- 
found, 
Numerous  as  glittering  gems  of  nnti  uing  dew. 
Or  sparks  from  populous  cities  in  a  blaze, 
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And  set  the  bosom  of  old  Night  on  fire, 
Peopled  her  desert,  and  made  Honor  smile?' 
Or  if  the  military  style  dtlii;lits  thee,  [man) 

(Tor  stars  have  font;iit  their  hattU^s,  leagued  with 
'  \\'hc)  marslials  this  bright  liost?  enrols  their  names, 
Appoints  tluir  post,  their  marehes,  and  relinns, 
Punctual,  at  stated  periods  ?  who  disbands 
These  veteran  troops,  their  final  duty  done, 
If  e'er  disbanded?' — He,  whose  potent  word, 
Like  the  loud  trumpet,  levied  first  their  powers 
In  Night's  inglorious  empire,  where  they  slept 
In  beds  of  darkness;  arni'd  them  with  tierce  flames; 
Arranged,  and  disciplined,  and  clothed  in  gold. 
And  call'd  them  out  of  Chaos  to  the  field. 
Where  now  they  war  with  Vice  and  Unbelief, 
O  let  us  join  this  army  !  joining  these 
Will  give  lis  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour 
When  brighter  tlames  shall  cut  a  darker  night ; 
"When  these  strong  demonstrations  of  a  God 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  their  spheres. 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all  ! 

Struck  at  that  thought,  as  new-awaked,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten'd  eye,  and  read  the  stars 
To  man  still  more  propitious,  and  their  aid 
(Though  guiltless  of  idolatry)  implore, 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  noblest  name. 
O  ye  dividers  of  my  time  !  ye  bright 
Accomptants  of  my  days,  and  nionliis,  and  years, 
In  your  fair  calendar  distinctly  mark'd ! 
Since  that  authentic,  radiant  register,  [him  ; 

Though  man  inspects  it  not,  stands  good  against 
Since  you  and  years  roll  on,  though  man  stands  still. 
Teach  me  my  days  to  number,  and  fijjply 
My  trembling  heart  to  wisdom,  now  beyond 
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All  shadow  of  excuse  for  fooliiia:  on. 
Age  smooths  our  path  to  prudence  ;  sweeps  aside 
The  snares  keen  appetite  and  passion  spread 
To  catch  stray  souls  ;  and  woe  to  that  gray  head 
Whose  folly  would  undo  what  age  has  done  ! 
Aid,  then,  aid,  all  ye  Stars  !  — Much  rather  Thou, 
Great  Artist!  Thou  whose  linger  set  aright 
This  exquisite  machine,  with  all  its  wheels. 
Though  intervolvcd,  exact ;  and  pointing  out 
Life's  rapid  and  irrevocable  flight, 
"With  sucii  an  index  fair  as  none  can  miss 
^Vho  lifts  an  eye,  nor  sleeps  till  it  is  closed. 
Open  mine  eye,  dread  Deity  !  to  read 
The  tacit  doctrine  of  thy  works  ;  to  see 
Thino-s  as  they  are,  unalter'd  through  the  glass 
Of  worldly  wishes.     Time,  Eternity! 
('Tis  these,  misraeasured,  ruin  all  mankind) 
Set  them  before  me ;  let  me  lay  diem  both 
In  e(|ual  scale,  and  learn  their  various  weight. 
Let  time  appear  a  moment,  as  it  is  ; 
And  let  Jlternitys  full  orb,  at  once, 
Turn  on  my  soul,  and  strike  it  into  Heaven. 
Mlien  shail  I  see  far  more  than  charms  me  now, 
Gaze  on  Creation's  model  in  thy  breast 
I'nvt.il'd,  nor  wonder  at  the  transcript  more? 
\\  lien  this  vile,  foreign  dust,  which  smothers  all 
Tliat  tnivil  earth's  deep  vale,  shall  I  shake  olf  J 
>\  Ik  n  shall  my  soul  her  incarnation  tjuit. 
And,  r<  adopted  to  thy  bless'd  endjrace, 
C)btain  her  apotheo;>is  in  thee  ( — 

Dost  think,  Lorenzo,  this  is  wandering  wide? 
No;  'tis  directly  striking  at  the  mark. 
To  wake  thy  dead  devotion  was  my  point; 

45.  I 
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And  liow  I  bless  Night's  consecrating  shades, 

Wliich  to  a  temple  turn  an  universe  ; 

I'ill  us  with  gnat  ideas,  full  ot"  heaven, 

And  antidote  the  pestilential  earth! 

In  every  storm,  that  either  iVovvns  or  tails, 

What  an  asylum  has  the  soul  in  prayer! 

And  what  a  fane  is  this,  in  which  to  pray ! 

And  what  a  God  must  dwell  in  such  a  fane  ! 

O  what  a  genius  must  inform  the  skies  ! 

And  is  Lorenzo's  salamander  heart 

Cold,  and  untouch'd,  amid  these  sacred  fires  ? 

O  ye  nocturnal  sparks  !  ye  glowing  embers. 

On  Heaven's  broad  hearth !    Who  burn,  or  burn 

no  more, 
Who  blaze,  or  die,  as  great  Jehovah's  breath 
Or  blows  you  or  forbears,  assist  my  song ! 
Pour  your  whole  influence  ;  exercise  his  heart. 
So  long  possess'd,  and  bring  him  back  to  man. 

And  is  Lorenzo  a  demurrer  still  ] 
Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thee  to  contest 
Truths  which,  contested,  put  thy  parts  to  shame  : 
Nor  shame  they  more  Lorenzo's  head  than  heart, 
A  faithless  heart,  how  despicably  small ! 
Too  straight,  aught  great  or  generous  to  receive  ! 
Fill'd  with  an  atom  !  fill'd  and  foul'd  with  self! 
And  self-mistaken  !  self,  that  lasts  an  hour  ! 
Instincts  and  passions  of  the  nobler  kind 
Lie  suffocated  there  ;  or  they  alone, 
Reason  apart,  would  wake  high  hope,  and  open, 
To  ravish'd  thought,  that  intellectual  sphere, 
AVhere  Order,  Wisdom,  Goodness,  Providence, 
Their  endless  miracles  of  love  display. 
And  promise  all  the  truly  great  desire. 
The  mind  that  would  be  happy  must  be  great; 
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Great  in  its  wishes,  great  in  its  surveys. 
Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend, 
Push  out  its  corrugate,  expansive  make, 
Which,  ere  long,  more  than  planets  shall  embrace. 
A  man  of  compass  makes  a  man  of  worth  : 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  divine  ! 

As  man  was  made  for  glory  and  for  bliss, 
All  littleness  is  an  approach  to  woe. 
Open  thy  bosom,  set  thy  wishes  wide. 
And  let  in  manhood  ;  let  in  happiness; 
Admit  the  boundless  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  God  ;  which  makes  a  man. 
Take  God  from  Xature,  nothing  great  is  left; 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  sees  ; 
Man's  heart  is  in  a  Jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Emerge  from  thy  profound  ;  erect  thine  eye  ; 
See  thy  distress !  how  close  art  thou  besieged  ! 
Besieged  by  Nature,  the  proud  sceptic's  foe ! 
Enclosed  by  these  innumerable  worlds. 
Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkest  mind. 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  Providence, 
How  art  thou  caught,  sure  caj)tive  of  belief! 
T'rorn  this  thy  bless'd  captivity  what  art, 
W  hat  blasphemy  to  reason,  sets  thee  free! 
This  scene  is  Heaven's  indulgent  violence  ; 
Canst  thou  bear  up  against  this  tide  of  glory? 
"\^'hat  is  earth,  bosom'd  in  tlicse  ambient  orbs, 
IJut  faith  in  (iod  imposed,  and  prcss'd  on  man? 
Darest  thou  still  litigate  thy  desperate  cause, 
Spite  of  these  numerous,  iiwful  witnesses. 
And  <loui>t  the  d(  position  of  the  skies? 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruin  ! 

Laborious?  'tis  impracticable  quite: 
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To  sink  beyond  a  doubt  in  this  debate, 
With  all  his  weight  of  wisdom  and  of  will, 
And  ciinio  llagilious,  1  defy  a  fool. 
Sonic  wish  lluy  did,  hut  no  man  disbelieves. 
*  God  is  a  spirit ;  spirit  cannot  strike 
These  gross  material  organs;   (iod  by  man 
As  much  is  seen,  as  man  a  (»od  can  see. 
In  these  astonishing  exploits  of  power, 
AVhat  order,  beauty,  motion,  distance,  size! 
Concertion  of  design,  how  exquisite! 
How  complicate  in  their  divine  police  ! 
Aptmeans!  greatends!  consent  to  general  good! — 
Each  attribute  of  these  material  gods. 
So  long  (and  that  with  specious  pleas)  adored, 
A  separate  conquest  gains  o'er  rebel  thought, 
And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man.' 
Lorenzo  !  this  may  seem  harangue  to  thee  ; 
Such  all  is  apt  to  seem,  that  thwarts  our  will. 
And  dost  thou,  then,  demand  a  simple  proof 
Of  this  great  master-moral  of  the  skies, 
IJnskiird,  or  ciisincHned,  to  road  it  tiiere  ? 
Since  'tis  the  basis,  and  all  drops  without  it, 
Take  it  in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain. 
Such  proof  insists  on  an  attentive  ear, 
'Twill  not  make  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts. 
And  for  thy  notice  struggle  with  the  world. 
Retire; — the  world  shut  out; — thy  thoughts  call 

home  ; — 
Imagination's  airy  wing  repress; — 
Lock  up  thy  senses; — let  no  passion  stir; — 
Wake  all  to  Ileason  ? — let  her  reign  alone  ;— 
Then  in  tliy  soul's  deep  sdence,  and  the  depth 
Of  Nature's  silence,  midnight,  thus  inquire, 
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As  I  have  done,  and  shall  inquire  no  more. 
In  Nature's  channel  thus  the  questions  run  : 

'  \VhataniI?  and  from  whence? — I  nothing  know 
But  that  I  am  ;  and  since  1  am,  conclude 
Something  eternal ;  had  there  e'er  been  nought, 
Nought  still  had  been :  eternal  there  must  be. — 
But  what  eternal  ? — Why  not  human  race  ? 
And  Adam's  ancestors  without  an  end  ? — 
That's  hard  to  be  conceived,  since  every  link 
Of  that  long-chain'd  succession  is  so  frail. 
Can  every  part  depend,  and  not  the  whole? 
Yet  grant  it  true,  new  difficulties  rise ; 
1  'm  still  quite  out  at  sea,  nor  see  the  shore. 
"Whence  earth,  and  these  bright  orbs? — Eternal 

too?— 
Grant  matter  was  eternal,  still  these  orbs 
A^'ould  want  some  other  father; — much  design 
Is  seen  in  ail  their  motions,  all  their  makes. 
Design  implies  intelligence  and  art ; 
That  can't  be  from  themselves — or  man  :  that  art 
JMan  scarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  bestow? 
And  nothing  greater  yet  allow'd,  than  man. — 
A^  ho  motion,  ioreign  to  the  smallest  grain. 
Shot  through  vast  nuisses  of  enormous  weight? 
>Vho  bid  brute  matter's  restive  lum[)  assume 
Such  various  forms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  tly  ? 
lias  matter  innate  motion  ?  then  each  atom, 
Asserting  its  indisputal)le  right 
To  dance,  would  form  an  universe  of  dust : 
lias  matter  none  ?  tlicii  whence  these  glorious  forms 
Aiidljoundless  llig!w>,from  shap(;ltss  and  reposed? 
Has  maftf  r  more  than  motion^  has  it  thought, 
.Judgment,  and  genius?  is  it  deeply  harn'd 

1  2 
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In  mathematics?  lias  it  tVaniod  sucli  laws, 
Which,  but  to  guoss,  a  Xcwtoii  made  immortal? — 
If  so,  how  each  sage  atom  laughs  at  me. 
Who  think  a  clod  interior  to  a  man  ! 
It"  art  (o  form,  and  counsel  to  conduct, 
vXnd  that  with  greater  far  tiian  human  skill, 
Resides  not  in  each  block, — adiodhead  reigns! — 
(irant,  then,  invisible,  eternal  Mind  ; 
Tliat  granted,  all  is  solved: — but  granting  that. 
Draw  I  not  o'er  me  a  still  darker  cloml  ? 
Grant  I  not  that,  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  ? 
A  being  without  origin  or  end  ! — 
Hail,  human  Liberty!  there  is  no  God — 
Vet  why  ?  on  cither  scheme  that  knot  subsists; 
Subsist  it  must,  in  (iod  or  human  race  ; 
If  in  the  last,  how  many  knots  beside. 
Indissoluble  all  ? — why  choose  it  there 
Where,  chosen,  still  subsist  ten  thousand  more? 
Reject  it  where,  that  chosen,  all  the  rest 
Dispersed,  leave  Reason's  whole  horizon  clear? — 
This  is  not  Reason's  dictate  ;   Reason  says, 
Closewith  the  sidewhere  one  grain  turns  ihe  scale: 
M'liat  vast  preponderance  is  here  !  can  lleason 
With  louder  voice  exclaim — "  Relieve  a  God?" 
And  Reason  heard,  is  the  sole  mark  of  man. 
What  things  impossible  must  man  think  true. 
On  any  other  system !  and  how  strange 
To  disbelieve,  through  mere  credulity  !' 
If  in  this  chain  Lorenzo  finds  no  Haw, 
Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  belief. 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  llaw  he  finds? 
And  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  how  great ! 
How  great  that  Power  whose  providential  care 
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Tlirou2,h  these  blight  orbs' dark  centres  darts  aray ! 
Of  Nature  universal  threads  the  whole  ! 
And  hangs  Creation,  like  a  precious  gem, 
Though  little,  on  the  footstool  of  his  throne  ! 

That  little  gem,  how  large  !   A  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fixM  star,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  distant  earth  1  Say,  then,  Lorenzo  !  where, 
AVhere  ends  this  mighty  building  ?  where  begin 
The  suburbs  of  Creation  ?  wiiere  the  wall 
"Whose  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-existence?   Nothing's  strange  abode! 
Say  at  what  point  of  space  Jehovah  dropp'd 
His  slacken'd  line,  and  laid  his  Ijalance  by; 
AV'eigh'd  worlds,  and  measured  infinile  no  more? 
'\\'here  rears  his  terminating  pillar  high 
Its  cxtramundaiie  head  ?  and  says  to  gods, 
In  characters  illustrious  as  llie  Sun, 
'  I  stand,  the  plan's  proud  period  ;    I  pronounce 
The  work  accomplisli'd  ;  the  Creation  closed  : 
Slifjut,  all  ye  Gods!  nor  shout,  ye  Gods,  alone  ; 
Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life,  [sound! 

That  rests,  or  rolls;   ye  Heights  and  Depths,  re- 
Kesound!  resound!   ye  Depths  and  Heights,  re- 
sound !' 

Hard  are  those  questions  !  —  ans^^er  harder  still. 
Is  this  the  sole  exjjloit,  the  single  birth, 
l"he  solitary  son  of  Power  Divine? 
Or  has  tin;'  Almighty  J'ather,  with  a  breath, 
lnipr(gnal(;d  the  womb  of  distant  Space? 
lias  he  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
Urotlitr  creations  the  dark  bowels  burst 
Of  Night  itiimeval,  barren  now  no  more? 
And  He,  the  central  Sun,  traus|)ier(;ing  all 
'I'hcjse  giant  generations,  whii;h  disport 
And  dance,  as  moles,  in  his  meridian  ray  ; 
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That  ray  witliiliawii,  benighted,  or  absorb'd 
In  that  abyss  of  horror  whence  they  sprung  ; 
AA'hile  Chaos  tritiniphs,  repossess'd  of  all 
Kival  Creation  ravishd  from  his  throne? 
Chaos  !  of  Nature  both  the  womb  and  grave  ! 

Think'st  tlioii  my  scheme,  Lorenzo,  spreads  too 
wide? 
Is  this  extravagant? — No  ;  this  is  just ; 
Just  in  conjecture,  though  'twere  false  in  fact. 
If  'tis  an  error,  'tis  an  error  sprung 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  Most  High. 
I3ut  wlierefore  error  ?  who  can  prove  it  such  ? — 
He  that  can  set  Omnipotence  a  bound. 
Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  God  can  do? 
Nothing,  but  quite  impossible,  is  hard. 
He  summons  into  being,  with  like  ease, 
A  whole  creation,  and  a  single  grain. 
Speaks  he  the  word?  a  thousand  worlds  are  born ! 
A  thousand  worlds!  there's  space  for  millions  more; 
And  in  what  space  can  his  great  (iat  fail? 
Condemn  me  not,  cold  critic!  but  indulge 
The  warm  imagination  :  why  condemn  ? 
Why  not  indulge  such  thoughts  as  swell  our  hearts 
"With  fuller  admiration  of  that  Power 
Who  gives  our  hearts  with  such  high  thoughts  to 

swell ! 
Why  not  indulge  in  his  augmented  praise? 
Darts  not  his  glory  a  still  brighter  ray, 
The  less  is  left  to  Chaos,  and  the  realms 
Of  hideous  Night,  where  Fancy  strays  aghast, 
And,  though  most  talkative,  makes  no  report? 

Still  seems  my  thought  enormous?  think  again; — 
Experience  'self  shall  aid  thy  lame  belief. 
Glasses,  (that  revelation  to  the  sight !) 
Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  disclose 
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Of  fine-spun  Nature,  exquisitely  small, 
And,  though  demonstrated,  still  ill  conceived  ? 
If,  then,  on  the  reverse  the  mind  would  mount 
In  magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far. 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  poise? 
Defect  alone  can  err  on  such  a  theme : 
^\'hat  is  too  great,  if  we  the  cause  survey  ? 
Stupendous  Architect!  Thou,  Thou,  art  all! 
My  soul  Hies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  Thee, 
And  finds  herself  but  at  the  centre  still! 
I  AM,  thy  name!  existence,  all  thine  own! 
Creation's  nothing,  tlatter'd  much,  if  styled 
'  The  thin,  the  fleeting  atmosphere  of  God.' 

O  for  the  voice — of  what  t  of  whom  ? — whatvoice 
Can  answer  to  my  wants,  in  such  ascent 
As  dares  to  deem  one  universe  too  small  ? 
Tell  me,  Lorenzo !  (for  now  Fancy  glows. 
Tired  in  the  vortex  of  almighty  power) 
Is  not  this  homo-creation,  in  the  map 
Of  universal  Nature,  as  a  speck, 
Like  fair  IJritannia  in  our  little  liall ; 
Exceeding  fair  and  glorious,  for  its  size. 
But,  elsewhere,  lar  outnieasured,  far  outshone? 
In  fancy  (for  the  fact  beyond  us  lies) 
Canst  thou  not  figure  it,  an  isle,  almost 
Too  small  for  notice  in  the  vast  of  being; 
Sever'd  by  mighty  seas  of  unbuilt  space 
J'rom  other  realms  ;  from  am|)le  cuntinents 
Of  hiiilur  life,  wIk  re  nobler  natives  dwell; 
L(  ss  northern,  less  rcniot*;  from  Deity, 
(iiowing  beneath  the  line  of  the;  Supreme, 
>>  here  souls  in  excellence  make  haste,  put  forth 
Luxuriant  growths,  nor  the  late  autumn  wait 
Of  hurnaii  worth,  but  ripen  soon  to  gods? 

Yet  why  drown  I'ancy  in  such  depths  as  these  ? 
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Return,  prosumptuous  rover!  and  confess 
The  bounds  of  man,  nor  blame  them,  as  too  small. 
Enjoy  we  not  full  scope  in  what  is  seen  ? 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  Sun  ! 
Full  t;lorious  to  behold  !  how  far,  how  wide, 
The  matchless  njonarch  from  his  flaming  throne, 
Lavish  of  lustre,  throws  his  beams  about  him. 
Farther  and  faster  than  a  thought  can  fly. 
And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires  ! 
This  Heliopolis,  by  greater  far. 
Than  the  ])roud  tyrant  of  the  Nile,  was  built ; 
And  lie  alone  who  built  it,  can  destroy. 
Beyond  this  city  why  strays  human  thought? 
One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  know  !^ 
One  infinite,  enough  for  man  to  range ! 
One  firmament,  enough  for  man  to  read ! 
O  what  voluminous  instruction  here  ! 
What  page  of  wisdom  is  denied  him  ?  none. 
If  learning  his  chief  lesson  makes  him  wise. 
Nor  is  instruction  here  our  only  gain  : 
"^Phere  dwells  a  noble  pathos  in  the  skies, 
Which  warms  our  passions,  proselytes  our  hearts. 
How  elocpiently  shines  the  glowing  pole  ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge. 
Remonstrating  great  truths  in  style  sublime. 
Though  silent,  loud  !  heard  earth  around  ;  above 
The  planets  heard  ;  and  not  unheard  in  Hell ; 
Hell  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  praise. 
Is  earth,  then,  more  infernal  ?  has  she  those 
Who  neither  praise  (Lorenzo  !)  nor  admire? 

Lorenzo's  admiration,  preengaged. 
Ne'er  ask'd  the  Moon  one  question  ?  never  held 
Least  correspondence  with  a  single  star  ; 
Ne'er  rear'd  an  altar  to  the  queen  of  heaven 
Walking  in  brightness,  or  her  train  adored. 
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Their  sublunary  rivals  have  long  since 

Engross'd  his  whole  devotion ;   stars  luahgu, 

"Which  made  the  fond  astronomer  run  mad; 

Darken  his  intellect,  corrupt  his  heart; 

Cause  him  to  sacrifice  his  fame  and  peace 

To  momentary  madness,  call'd  delight : 

Idolater  more  gross,  than  ever  kiss'd 

The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour'd  out 

The  blood  to  Jove ! — O  Thou,  to  whom  belongs 

All  sacrifice  !  O  Thou  great  Jove  unfeign'd  ! 

Divine  Instructor  !  Thy  first  volume  this 

Por  man's  perusal ;  all  in  capitals  ! 

In  moon  and  stars  (Heaven's  golden  alphabet!) 

Emblazed  to  seize  the  sight,  who  runs  may  read; 

Who  reads  can  understand.     'Tis  unconfined 

To  Christian  land  or  Jewry;  fairly  writ, 

In  language  universal,  to  mankind  ; 

A  language  lofty  to  the  learn'd,  yet  plain 

To  those  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough, 

Or  from  its  husk  strike  out  the  bounding  grain: 

A  language  worthy  the  great  Mind  that  speaks  ! 

Preface  and  comment  to  the  sacred  page  ! 

"Whicli  oft  refers  its  reader  to  the  skies. 

As  presupposing  his  first  lesson  there, 

An(l  Scri|)ture  self  a  fragment,  that  unread. 

Stupendous  book  of  wisdom  to  the  wise  ! 

Stupendous  Ijook  !   and  o|)enM,  Night  I   by  thee. 

iiy  tine  iniicli  opcu'd,  1  confess,  ()  Night! 
Yet  more  I  wish  ;   Ixit  liow  siiall  1  prevail? 
Say,  gentle  Night !    whose  modest,  maiden  beams 
(iive  us  a  new  Creation,  and  present 
The  world's  great  jjicture  softend  to  the  sight ; 
Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  still. 
Say,  thou,  whose  mild  dominion's  silver  key 
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Unlocks  our  lioniispIitMe,  and  sets  to  view 
AVoiids  beyoiul  miiiihir ;  worlds  conccalVl  by  day 
Behind  the  proud  uiul  envious  star  of  noon  ! 
Canst  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  scene, — and  show 
The  iVIighty  Potentate  to  whom  belong 
These  rich  regalia,  pompously  display'd 
To  kindle  that  high  hope  ?    Like  him  of  Uz, 
I  gaze  around,  I  search  on  every  side  — 
O  for  a  glimpse  of  II im  my  soul  adores  ! 
As  the  chased  hart,  amid  the  desert  waste, 
Pants  for  the  living  stream ;  for  Ilim  who  made  her 
So  pants  the  thirsty  soul,  amid  the  blank 
Of  sublunary  joys.     Say,  goddess  !  where  ? 
Where  blazes  his  bright  court?  where  burns  his 
throne  ?  [round 

Thou  know'st,  for  thou  art  near  Him ;    by  thee, 
Uis  grand  pavilion,  sacred  Fame  reports 
The  sable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 
Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  so  swift  of  wing, 
Who  travel  far,  discover  where  he  dwells] 
A  star  his  dwelling  pointed  out  below. 
Ye  Pleiades  !   A  returns  I   Mazaroth  ! 
And  thou,  Orion  !  of  still  keener  eye  ! 
Say  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  waves. 
And  bring  them  out  of  tempest  into  port! 
On  which  hand  must  1  bend  my  course  to  fmd  him? 
These  courtiers  keep  the  secret  of  their  king; 
I  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  steal  it  from  them. 

1  wake,  and,  waking,  climb  Night's  radiant  scale 
From  sphere  to  sphere,  the  steps  by  Nature  set 
For  man's  ascent,  at  once  to  tempt  and  aid  ; 
To  tempt  his  eye,  and  aid  his  towering  thought. 
Till  it  arrives  at  the  great  goal  of  all. 

in  ardent  Contemplation's  rapid  car, 
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From  earth,  as  from  my  barrier,  I  set  out. 

How  swift  I  mount;  diminish'd  earth  recedes : 

1  pass  the  moon  ;   and,  from  her  farther  side. 

Pierce  Heaven's  blue  curtain  ;  strike  into  remote; 

Where,  with  liis  hfted  tube,  the  subtle  sage 

His  artificial  airy  journey  takes, 

And  to  celestial  lengthens  human  sight. 

I  pause  at  every  planet  on  my  road. 

And  ask  for  Him  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll. 

Their  foreheads  fair  to  shine.   From  Saturn's  ring, 

In  which  of  earths  an  army  might  be  lost, 

AVitli  the  bold  comet  take  my  bolder  flight, 

x\mid  those  sovereign  glories  of  the  skies. 

Of  independent,  native  lustre  j)roud  ; 

The  souls  of  systems !  and  the  lords  of  life, 

■J'hrough  their  wide  empires  !—W  hat  behold  1  now  ? 

A  wilderness  of  wonder  burning  round, 

Where  larger  suns  inhabit  higher  spheres  ; 

I'erhaps  the  villas  of  <hscending  gods  ; 

Nor  halt  1  here  ;   my  toil  is  but  begun  ; 

Tis  but  the  threshold  of  the  J)eity  ; 

Or,  far  beneath  it,  1  am  groveling  still. 

Nor  is  it  strange  ;  1  built  on  a  mistake  : 

The  grandeur  of  his  works,  whence  Folly  sought 

I'or  aid,  to  Reason  sets  J I  is  glory  higher; 

W  ho  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worm  to  Ilim) 

()  where,  Lorenzo,  must  the  builder  dwell  ? 

Pause  then,  and,  for  a  iiiom(.iit,  here  respire — 
If  human  thouiiht  can  k(  <  p  its  station  here. 
A\  here  am  I  ^-whure  is  earth? — nay,  where  art 

thou, 
()  Sun  ?—  Is  the  Sim  turn'd  recluse  '. — and  are 
His  boasted  expeditions  short  to  mine? — 
'J'o  mine  Ikjw  short  !   On  Nature's  Alps  I  stand, 

4.J.  K 
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And  see  a  thousand  firmaments  beneath  ! 
A  thousand  systems  !   as  a  thousand  grains  ! 
So  much  a  striuiiicr,  and  so  late  arrived. 
How  can  man's  curious  spirit  not  imjiiire 
AVhat  are  thv.  natives  of  tliis  world  sublime. 
Of  this  so  foreign,  unterrestrial  sphere, 
Where  mortal,  untranslated,  never  stray 'd? 

*  O  ye,  as  distant  from  ray  little  home 
As  swiftest  sunbeams  in  an  age  can  fly; 
Far  from  my  native  element  1  roam, 
In  quest  of  new  and  wonderful,  to  man. 
What  province  this,  of  his  immense  domain. 
Whom  all  obeys?  or  mortals  here,  or  gods? 
Ye  borderers  on  the  coasts  of  bliss  !  what  are  you  ? 
A  colony  from  Heaven?  or  oidy  raised,   [realms. 

By  frequent  visit  from    Heaven's    neighbouring 

To  secondary  gods,  and  half  divine  ? — 
Whate'er  your  nature,  this  is  past  dispute. 

Far  other  life  you  live,  far  other  tongue 

You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think. 

Than  man.    How  various  are  the  works  of  God  ! 

But  say,  w  hat  thought?  Is  Reason  here  enthroned. 

And  absolute?  or  Sense  in  arms  against  her? 

Have  you  two  lights?  or  need  you  no  reveal'd? 

Enjoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age? 

And  had  your  Kden  an  abstemious  Eve  ? 

Our  Eve's  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree, 

And  ask  their  Adorns—'  Who  would  not  be  wise?' 

Or,  if  your  mother  fell,  are  you  redeem'd? 

And,  if  redeem'd — is  your  Redeemer  scorn'd? 

Is  this  your  final  residence  ?  if  not. 

Change  you  your  scene  translated,  or  by  death? 

And  ifby death, whatdeath? — Knowyou  disease? 

Or  horrid  war? — >Vith  war,  this  fatal  hour, 

Europa  groans,  (so  call  we  a  small  field 


THE  CONSOLATION.  103 

Where  kings  run  mad).    In  our  world,  Death  de- 
Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  Age,  [putes 
And,  hanging  up  the  quiver  Nature  gave  him, 
As  slow  of  execution,  for  dispatch 
Sends  forth  imperial  butchers ;   bids  them  slay 
Their  sheep,  (the  silly  sheep  they  tleeced  before) 
And  toss  him  twice  ten  thousand  at  a  meal. 
Sit  all  your  executioners  on  thrones  ? 
W  ith  you,  can  rage  for  plunder  make  a  god  ? 
And  bloodshed  wash  out  every  other  stain  ]  — 
But  you,  perhaps,  can't  bleed:  from  matter  gross 
Your  spirits  clean  are  delicately  clad 
In  fine-spun  ether,  privileged  to  soar. 
Unloaded,  uninfected.     How  unlike 
The  lot  of  man  !   how  few  of  human  race 
By  their  own  mud  unmurder'd  !  how  \ve  wage 
Self-war  eternal ! — Is  your  painful  day 
Of  hardy  conflict  o'er  ]  or  are  you  still 
Haw  candidates  at  school  ?  and  have  you  those 
Who  disartect  reversions,  as  w  ith  us  '. — 
But  what  are  we  ?  you  never  heard  of  man, 
Or  earth,  tin-  bedlam  of  the  universe! 
^^  here  Ji<iisoti  (uiidiseased  with  you)  runs  mad. 
And  nurses  roily's  children  as  her  own, 
J'orxl  of  the  foulest.     In  the  sacred  mount 
Of  Holiness,  where  Ileason  is  pronounced 
Infallible,  and  thunders  like  a  god, 
l"en  there,  by  saints  the  demons  are  outdone  ; 
M'hat  thcst;  think  \\  roim,  our  saints  nline  to  right ; 
And  kindly  teach  dull  lit  11  her  own  black  arts; 
Satan,  instructed,  o'er  their  morals  smiles. — 
l>ut  this  how  strange  to  you,  who  know  not  man! 
jias  the  least  rumour  of  our  race  arrived  i 
Cali'd  here  I'.lijah  in  his  (laming  car  1 
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Pass'd  by  yoii  the  good  Riiocli,  on  his  road 
To  those  lair  (ieUls  wliciice  Liieiier  was  hurl'd ; 
Who  hrush'd,  pcrliaiis,  your  sphere  in  his  descent, 
Stain'd  your  pure  crystal  ethi^r,  or  let  fall 
A  short  eclip&e  from  his  portentous  shade  ( 
O  that  the  fiend  had  lodged  on  some  broad  orb 
Athwart  his  way;  nor  reach'd  his  present  home, 
Then  blacken'd  earth,  with  footsteps  foul'd  in  Hell, 
Nor  wasird  in  ocean,  as  froni  Rome  he  pass'd 
To  Britain's  isle  ;  too,  too  conspicuous  there.' 

But  this  is  all  digression  :  where  is  He 
That  o'er  J  leaven's  battlements  the  felon  hurl'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darkness?  where  is  He 
Who  sees  Creation's  summit  in  a  vale  ? 
He  whom,  while  man  is  man,  he  can't  but  seek. 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  man  ? 
O  for  a  telescope  his  throne  to  reach ! 
Tell  me,  ye  learn'd  on  earth!  or  bless'd  above! 
Ye  searching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  !  tell 
Where  your  G  reat  Master's  orb !  his  planets  where  ? 
Those  conscious  satellites,  those  morning  stars, 
First-born  of  Deity  !  from  central  love, 
By  veneration  most  profound,  thrown  off; 
By  sweet  attraction  no  less  strongly  drawn  ; 
Awed,  and  yet  raptured  ;  raptured,  yet  serene; 
Past  thought  illustrious,  but  with  borrow'd  beams; 
In  still  approaching  circles  still  remote, 
llevolving  round  the  Sun's  eternal  Sire? 
Or  sent,  in  lines  direct,  on  embassies 
To  nations — in  what  latitude  ? — beyond 
Terrestrial  thought's  horizon  ! — and  on  what 
High  errands  sent? — Here  human  effort  ends, 
And  leaves  me  still  a  stranger  to  his  throne. 

Full  well  it  might !  1  quite  mistook  my  road; 
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Born  in  an  age  more  curious  than  devout, 
INIore  fond  to  fix  the  pUice  of  heaven  or  hell, 
Than  studious  this  to  shun,  or  that  secure. 
'Tis  not  the  curious,  but  the  pious,  path 
That  leads  me  to  my  point.     Lorenzo  !  know, 
A^'ithout  or  star  or  angel  for  their  guide, 
"Who  worship  God  shall  find  hira.    Humble  Love, 
And  not  proud  Reason,  keeps  the  door  of  heaven  ; 
Love  finds  adn)ission  where  proud  Science  fails. 
Man's  science  is  the  culture  of  his  heart, 
And  not  to  lose  his  plummet  in  the  depths 
Of  Nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God  : 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  sets 
The  wisest  on  a  level  with  the  fool. 
To  fathom  Nature  (ill-attempted  here  !) 
Past  doubt,  is  deep  philosophy  above  ; 
Higher  degrees  in  bliss  archangels  take, 
As  deeper  learn'd,  the  deepest  learning  still. 
For  what  a  thunder  of  Omnipotence 
(So  might  1  dare  to  spcakj  is  seen  in  all ! 
In  man  !  in  earth  !  in  more  amazing  skies  ! 
Teaching  this  lesson  Pride  is  loath  to  learn — 
'  Not  deeply  to  discern,  not  much  to  know, 
IVL'inkind  was  born  to  wonder  and  a<lore !' 

And  is  there  cause  for  higher  wonder  still 
Than  that  which  struck  us  from  our  past  surveys? — 
Ves ;  and  tor  deeper  adoration  loo. 
I'rom  my  late  airy  travel  unconlined, 
Have  I  learn'd  nothing? — Yes,  Lorenzo!   this; 
I'^ach  of  these  stars  is  a  religious  house  ; 
1  saw  their  altars  stnoke,  their  inc(  use  rise. 
And  heard  hosannas  ring  tliK^ugli  (.very  sphere, 
A  seminary  fraught  with  (uturc  gods. 
Nature  all  o'er  is  consecrated  ground, 

K  2 
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Teeming  with  growths  iininortnl  and  (Hvine. 
The  great  l*roprietor"s  all-bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  waste,  but  sows  tliose  Tiery  fulds 
With  seeds  of  Ueason,  wliich  to  virtues  rise 
IJeneath  his  genial  ray  ;   and,  if  escaped 
The  pestilential  lilasts  of  stubborn  will, 
When  grown  mature,  nvv  gatlier'd  for  the  skies. 
And  is  devotion  thought  too  much  on  earth, 
When  beings,  so  superior,  homage  boast, 
And  triumph  in  prostrations  to  the  throne? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets  or  of  stars? 
Etherial  journeys,  and,  discover'd  there. 
Ten  thousand  worlds,  ten  thousand  ways  devout. 
All  Nature  sending  incense  to  the  throne, 
Except  the  bold  Loreuzos  of  our  sphere  ! 
Opening  the  solemn  sources  of  my  soul, 
Since  1  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  liridanus, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  the  flaming  skies, 
Nor  see  of  fancy  or  of  fact  what  more 
Invites  the  JMuse — here  turn  we,  and  review 
Our  pass'd  nocturnal  landscape  wide;  then  say, 
8ay,  then,  Lorenzo!  with  what  burst  of  heart, 
The  whole,  at  once,  revolving  in  his  thought, 
Must  man  exclaim,  adoring  and  agliast  ? 
*  O  what  a  root!   O  what  a  branch,  is  here  ! 
O  what  a  Tather  !  what  a  family  ! 
Worlds  !  systems !  and  creations ! — and  creations, 
In  one  agglomerated  cluster,  hung, 
Great  Vine^' !  on  thee ;  on  thee  tlu^  cluster  hangs. 
The  iilial  cluster  !  iniinitely  spread 
In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught. 
And  drinks  (nectareous  draught!)  immortal  life. 

<*  John  XV.  1. 


THE  CONSOLATION.  107 

Or,  shall  1  say  (for  who  can  say  enough?) 
A  constellation  of  ten  thousand  gems, 
(And,  O!   of  what  dimension  !  of  what  weight!) 
Set  in  one  signet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 
Of  ^lajesty  divine  !  The  blazing  seal. 
That  deeply  stamps,  on  all  created  mind. 
Indelible,  his  sovereign  attributes, 
Omnipotence  and  Love  !  that  passing  bonnd. 
And  this  surpassing  that.      Nor  stop  we  here 
For  want  of  power  in  God,  but  thought  in  man. 
E'en  this  acknowledged,  leavos  us  still  in  debt; 
If  greater  aught,  that  greater  all  is  thine. 
Dread  Sire!  —  Accept  this  miniature  of  Ihee, 

And  pardon  an  attempt  from  mortal  thought, 
In  which  archangels  might  have  faild,  unblamed.' 

How  such  ideas  of  the'  Almighty's  power, 
And  such  ideas  of  tlie' Almigiity's  plan, 
(Ideas  not  absurd)  distend  the  thought 
Of  feeble  mortals  !  nor  of  them  alone  ! 
The  fulness  of  the  Deity  breaks  forth 

Lii  inconceivables,  to  men  and  gods. 

'I'hink,  then,  O  think,  nor  over  drop  the  thought, 

How  low  must  man  descend  when  gods  adore! 

Hav(;  I  not,  then,  accomplish'd  my  proud  boast? 

Did  I  not  tell  thee  '  ^^'e  would  mount,  Lorenzo! 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  stars  ?' 

And  have  I  fail'd  ?  and  did  1  Hatter  thee  ? 

And  art  all  adamant?  and  dost  confute. 

All  urged,  wilh  one  irrefragable  smile? 

Lorenzo!   mirth  how  miserable  here  ! 

Swear  by  the  stars,   by   ilini  who  made   them, 
swear, 

Thy  heart,  henceforth,  shall  br  its  pure  as  they  ; 
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"^J'Ik  II  tlioii,  like  thoin,  shall  shine  :  like  them,  shall 

I'lom  low  to  lofty,  from  ohsciire  to  bright,     [rise 

By  due  gradation,  iSature's  sacred  law, 

The  stars  from  whence  i — ask  Chaos — he  can  tell. 

Those  l)right  temptations  to  idolatry 

From  darkness  and  confusion  took  their  birth  ; 

Sons  of  Deformity  !  from  fluid  dregs 

Tartarean,  first  they  rose  to  masses  rude. 

And  then  to  splures  opaque;   then  dimly  shone, 

Then  brighten'd  ;  then  blazed  out  in  perfect  day. 

Nature  delights  in  progress,  in  advance 

Trom  worse  to  better ;  but  when  minds  ascend. 

Progress,  in  part,  depends  upon  themselves. 

Heaven  aids  exertion  :  greater  makes  the  great ; 

The  voluntary  little  lessens  more. 

O  be  a  man  !  and  thou  shalt  be  a  god ! 

And  half  self-made  ! — ambition  how  divine  ! 

O  thou,  ambitious  of  disgrace  alone  ! 
Still  undevout  ?  unkindled  ? — though  high  taught, 
School'd  by  the  skies,  and  pupil  of  the  stars, 
Hank  coward  to  the  fashionable  world ! 
Art  thou  ashamed  to  bend  thy  knee  to  Heaven? 
Cursed  fume  of  pride,  exhaled  from  deepest  hell ! 
Pride  in  religion  is  man's  highest  praise. 
Bent  on  destruction  !  and  in  love  with  death! 
Not  all  these  luminaries,  quench'd  at  once. 
Were  half  so  sad  as  one  benighted  mind, 
Which  gropes  for  happiness,  and  meets  despair. 
How  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  Night, 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits  ! 
How  sorrowful,  how  desolate,  she  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  saddens  Nature's  scene  ! 
A  scene  more  sad  Sin  makes  the  darken'd  soul. 
All  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  spark  alive. 
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Though  blind  of  heart,  still  open  is  thine  eye. 
Why  such  magnificence  in  all  thou  seest  ? 
Of  matter's  grandeur,  know  one  end  is  this. 
To  tell  the  rational,  who  gazes  on  it, — 
*  Though  that  immensely  great,  still  greater  he 
Whose  breast  capacious,  can  embrace  and  lodge, 
Unburden'd,  Nature's  universal  scheme  ; 
Can  grasp  Creation  with  a  single  thought; 
Creation  grasp,  and  not  exclude  its  Sire.' — 
To  tell  him  farther — '  It  behoves  him  much 
To  guard  ihe"  important,  yet  depending  fate 
Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thousand  suns  ; 
One  single  ray  of  thought  outshines  them  all.' — 
And  if  man  hears  obedient,  soon  he'll  soar 
Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 
His  purple  wing  bedropp'd  with  eyes  of  gold, 
Rising,  where  thougiit  is  now  denied  to  rise. 
Look  down  triumphant  on  these  dazzling  spheres. 

^^'hy  then  persist? — no  mortal  ever  lived 
But,  dying,  he  pronounced  (when  words  are  true) 
The  whole  that  charms  thee  ab.solutely  vain  ; 
Vain,  and  far  worse! — Think  thou  with  dyingmen; 
O  condescend  to  think  as  angels  think  !  ; 

O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happiness! 
Out  nature  such,  ill  choice  insures  ill  fate; 
And  h<:ll  had  luen,  though  there  had  lieen  noGod. 
Dost  thou  not  know,  my  new  Astronomer  ! 
Earlli,  turning  from  the  Snn,  brings  night  to  man? 
IVIan,  turning  from  his  (iod,  brings  endless  night ; 
AVhere  thou  canst  read  no  morals,  find  no  friend, 
Amend  no  manners,  and  expect  no  peace. 
}low  deep  the  darkness  !  and  the  groan  how  loud  ! 
An<l  far,  how  I'ar,  from  lamlxiit  are  the-  llames! — 
Such  is  Lorenzo's  purchase  !  such  his  praise  ! 
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Tlio  piouil,  tilt;  politic  Lorenzo's  praise  ; 
Though  ill  his  car,  and  level'il  at  his  heart, 
I've  halt"  rrad  o'er  tlie  vohimc  of  the  skies. 

For  think  not  thou  hast  heard  all  this  from  me; 
My  song  l)nt  echoes  what  great  Nature  speaks. 
AV  liat  has  she  spoken  ? — Thus  the  goddess  spoke, 
Thus  speaks  for  ever : — '  Place,  at  Nature's  head, 
A  Sovereign  which  o'er  all  things  rolls  his  eye. 
Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  his  commands. 
But,  above  all,  ditluses  endless  good; 
To  whom,  for  sure  redress,  the  vvrong'd  may  fly. 
The  vile  for  mercy,  and  the  pain'd  for  peace  ; 
IJy  whom  the  various  tenants  of  these  spheres. 
Diversified  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
liaised  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  they  rise. 
Arrive  at  length  (if  worthy  such  approach) 
At  that  bless'd  fountain-head  from  which  they 

stream. 
Where  conflict  past  redoubles  present  joy. 
And  present  joy  looks  forward  on  increase. 
And  that  on  more  ;  no  period  !  every  step 
A  double  boon !  a  promise  and  a  bliss.' 
How  easy  sits  this  scheme  on  human  hearts  ! 
It  suits  their  make,  it  sooths  their  vast  desires  ; 
Passion  is  pleased,  and  Reason  asks  no  more : 
'Tis  rational !  'tis  great! — but  what  is  thine? 
It  darkens!  shocks!  excruciates!  and  confounds! 
Leaves  us  quite  naked,  both  of  help  and  hope. 
Sinking  from  bad  to  worse  ;  few  years  the  sport 
Of  Fortune,  then  the  morsel  of  despair. 

Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  (for  thou  know'st  it  well) 
What's  vice?  mere  want  ofcompass  in  our  thought. 
Keligion  what? — the  proof  of  common  sense. 
How  art  thou  hooted  where  the  least  prevails  ! 
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Is  it  my  fault  if  these  truths  call  thee  fool? 
And  thou  shalt  never  be  niiscallVl  by  lue. 
Can  neither  Siiame  nor  Terror  stand  thy  friend  1 
And  art  thou  still  an  insect  in  the  mire  ? 
How  like  thy  guardian-angel  have  I  tlown  ; 
Snatch'd  thee  from  earth,  escorted  thee  through  all 
The'  ctherial  armies  ;  waik'd  thte,  like  a  god, 
Through  sj)Icn<lnurs  of  first  magnitude,  arranged 
On  either  hand  ;  clouds  thrown  beneath  thy  feet; 
Close-cruised  on  the  bright  paradise  of  God, 
And  almost  introduced  thee  to  the  throne ! 
And  art  thou  still  carousing,  for  delight, 
liank  poison,  first  fermenting  to  more  froth. 
And  then  subsiding  into  final  gall  I 
To  beings  of  sublime,  immortal  make. 
How  shocking  is  all  joy  whose  end  is  sure  ! 
Such  joy  more  shocking  still,  the  more  it  charms  ! 
And  dost  thou  choose  what  ends  ere  well  begun, 
And  infamous  as  short?  and  dost  thou  choose 
(Thou,  to  whose  palate  glory  is  so  sweet) 
To  wade  into  perdition  through  contempt, 
Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  thy  own  ? 
For  I  have  peep'd  into  thy  coverVl  heart. 
And  seen  it  blush  l)ciHath  a  boastful  brow? 
For  by  strong  Guilt's  most  violent  assault. 
Conscience  is  but  disabled,  not  destroy'd. 

()  thou  most  awful  being!  and  most  vain  ! 
Thy  will  how  frail !   how  glorious  is  thy  power  ! 
Thr)Ugh  dr(  ad  l',l'rnify  has  sown  her  seeds 
Of  bliss  and  woe  in  thy  despotic  i)reast  ; 
Though  heaven  and  lull  (ltp(  iid  upon  thy  choice, 
A  butterfly  comes  cross,  and  liolh  ar«;  tied. 
Is  this  the  picture  of  a  rati(»nal  ( 
This  horrid  iniatre,  shall  it  be  more  just  ^ 
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Lorenzo!  no;  it  cannot, — sliall  not,  be, 

It'  there  is  force  in  reason  ;   or  in  sounds 

Chanted  beneath  tlie  glimpses  of  the  moon, 

A  niaa,ic,  at  this  planetary  hour, 

A^  In  11  Shiiiiber  locks  the  general  li|),  and  dreams, 

Through  seiis(  less  mazes,  hunt  souls  uninspired. 

Attend  — the  sacred  mysteries  begin 

My  solemn  night-born  adjuration  hear  ; 
Hear,  and  111  raise  thy  spirit  from  tlve  dust, 
"While  the  stars  gaze  on  this  enchantment  new  ; 
Enchantment  not  infernal,  but  divine! 

'  By  Silence,  Death's  peculiar  attribute ; 
By  Darkness,  Guilt's  inevitable  doom  ; 
By  Darkness  and  by  Silence,  sisters  dread ! 
That  draw  the  curtain  round  Night's  ebon  throne. 
And  raise  ideas  solemn  as  the  scene  ! 
By  Night,  and  all  of  awful.  Night  presents 
To  thought  or  sense  (of  awful  much,  to  both. 
The  goddess  brings) !   By  these  her  trembling  fires, 
Like  Vesta's,  ever-burning,  and,  like  hers. 
Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate  and  pure! 
By  these  bright  orators  that  prove  and  jiraise, 
And  press  thee  to  revere  the  Deity  ; 
Perhaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  revered,  a  while 
To  reach  his  throne,  as  stages  of  the  soul. 
Through  which,  at  ditlerent  periods,  she  shall  pass, 
Ketining  gradual,  for  her  final  height. 
And  purging  oft  some  dross  at  every  sphere  ! 
By  this  dark  pall  thrown  o'er  the  silent  world ! 
By  the  world's  kings  and  kingdoms  most  renown'd, 
L'rom  short  Ambition's  zenith  set  for  ever. 
Sad  presage  to  vain  boasters,  now  in  bloom  ! 
By  tlie  long  list  of  swift  mortality, 
Lrom  Adam  downward  to  this  evening  knell, 
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Which  midnight  waves  in  Fancy's  startled  eye, 
And  shocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries. 
Round  Death's  black  banner  throng'd  in  human 

tliought ! 
By  thousands,  now,  resigning  their  last  breath. 
And  calhng  thee — wert  thou  so  wise  to  hear! 
By  tombs  o'er  tombs  arising,  human  earth 
Ejected,  to  make  room  for — human  earth. 
The  monarch's  terror  !  and  the  sexton's  trade  ! 
By  pompous  obsequies  that  shun  the  day. 
The  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plume, 
Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud. 
Boast  of  our  ruin  !  triumph  of  our  dust ! 
By  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones, 
And  the  pale  lamp  that  shows  the  ghastly  dead. 
More  ghastly  through  the  thick  incumbent  gloom  ! 
By  visits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  scenes. 
The  gUding  spectre  !  and  the  groaning  grove  ! 
By  groans,  and  graves,  and  miseries  that  groan 
For  the  grave's  shelter  !  By  desponding  men. 
Senseless  to  pains  of  death  from  pangs  of  guilt ! 
By  (iuilt's  last  audit !  By  yon  moon  in  blood. 
The  rocking  lirmament,  the  falling  stars. 
And  thunders  last  discharge,  great  Nature's  knell! 
By  second  Chaos,  and  eternal  Night, — 
Be  wise — nor  let  Philander  blame  my  charm  ; 
But  own  not  ill  discharged  my  doulile  debt. 
Love  to  the  living,  duty  to  the  dead. 

For  know  I'm  but  executor ;   he  left 
This  moral  legacy  ;   1  make  it  o'er 
By  his  command  :   I'liilandor  hear  in  nic. 
And  Heaven  in  both. —  If  d(  af  t<j  these,  oh!  hear 
I'lorcllo's  tender  voice  ;   his  weal  d(  pcnds 
On  lliy  resolve  ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice  ; 

ir,.'  I, 
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For  his  sake— love  thyself:  example  strikesJ 

All  human  hearts;  a  bad  example  more; 

More  still  a  father's;  that  insures  his  ruin. 

As  parent  of  his  being,  wouldst  thou  prove 

The"  nnnatural  parent  of  his  miseries, 

And  make  him  curse  the  being  vvhieiithou  gavest? 

Is  this  the  blessing  of  so  fond  a  father? 

If  eareless  of  Lorenzo,  spare,  oh  !  spare 

Florello's  father,  and  Philander's  friend! 

Florello's  father  ruin'd,  ruins  him  ; 

And  from  Philander's  friend  the  world  expects 

A  conduct  no  dishonour  to  the  dead. 

Let  passion  do  what  nobler  motive  should; 

Let  love  and  emulation  rise  in  aid 

To  reason,  and  persuade  thee  to  be — bless'd. 

This  seems  not  a  request  to  be  denied  ; 
Yet  (such  the'  infatuation  of  mankind  !) 
'Tis  the  most  hopeless  man  can  make  to  man. 
Shall  I  then  rise  in  argument  and  warmth? 
And  urge  Philanders  posthumous  advice. 

Prom  topics  yet  unbroach'd  ? 

But,  oh  !   1  faint!  n)y  spirits  fail !  nor  strange! 
So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clime ! 
To  which  my  great  Creator's  glory  call'd; 
And  calls— but,  now,  in  vain.   Sleep's  dewy  wand 
lias  stroked  my  drooping  lids,  and  promises 
My  long  arrear  of  rest :  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning  peace) 
AVill  pay,  ere  long,  and  bless  me  with  repose. 
Haste,haste,sweet  stranger 'from  the  peasant's  cot. 
The  shipboy's  hammock,  or  the  soldier's  straw, 
"W  hence  Sorrow  never  chased  thee ;  with  thee  bring 
Not  hideous  visions,  as  of  late,  but  draughts 
Delicious  of  well-tasted  cordial  rest, 
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Man's  rich  restorative  ;  his  balmy  bath, 
That  supples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  tliis  nice  machine, 
Wliich  asks  such  frecjuent  periods  of  repair. 
AVhen  tired  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day. 
Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  succeeding  dawn ; 
Presh  we  spin  on,  till  sickness  clogs  our  wheels, 
Or  death  quite  breaks  the  spring, and  motion  ends: 
A\'hcn  will  it  end  with  me  ? 

'  Thou  only  know'st. 

Thou,  whose  broad  eye  the  future  and  the  past 
.loins  to  the  present,  making  one  of  three 
To  mortal  thought !  Thou  know'st,  andThou  alone. 
All-knowing  !  —  all-unknown  I  —  and    yet  well 
known  !  [felt ! 

Near,  though  remote !  and,  though    unfathom'd, 
And,  though  invisible,  for  ever  seen  ! 
And  seen  in  all !  the  great  and  the  minute  : 
J^ach  globe  aliove,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
Each   flower,  each   leaf,    with   its   small  people 

swarmd, 
('I'hose  puny  vouch(irs  <jf  Omnipotence!) 
To  the  first  thouglit  that  asks  '  From  whence  Y 

declare 
Their  common  source  :  thou  fountain,  running  o'er 
In  rivers  of  communicated  joy  ! 
Who  gavest  us  speech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes! 
Say  by  wliat  name  shall  1  presume  to  call 
}lim  I  s(;e  Ijurning  in  th(;s»;  e(Minlless  suns, 
As  Moses  in  the  bush.'    Ilbistiious  Mind! 
'I'lie  whole  creation  less,  far  itss,  to  Thee, 
Than  that  to  the  creation's  ample  round, 
Ijowshalll  nameThee?— How  my  labouringsoul 
J  leaves  nndfrnealh  th(!  thoiitrht,  too  l)ig  for  l/irth,! 
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Great  System  of  perfections  !  mighty  Cause 
Of  causes  niit;;hty  !  Cause  uncaused  !  sole  root 
Of  ISaturc,  tliat  luxuriant  growth  of  God  ! 
I'irst  Father  of  etiects  !  that  progeny 
Of  endless  series ;   where  the  golden  chain's 
Last  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell? 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard  or  hears  ! 
"Father  of  all  that  is  or  seen  or  sees! 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  shall  arise  ! 
Father  of  this  ininicasurable  mass 
Of  matter  multiform,  or  dense  or  rare. 
Opaque  or  lucid,  rapid  or  at  rest, 
JViinute  or  passing  bound  !  in  each  extreme 
Of  like  amaze  and  mystery  to  man. 
Father  of  these  bright  millions  of  the  night ! 
Of  Avhich  the  least,  full  (iodhead  had  proclaim'd. 
And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  knee — Or,  say. 
Is  appellation  higher  still  thy  choice? 
F'ather  of  matter's  temporary  lords  ! 
Father  of  s])irits  !  nobler  oflspring  !  sparks 
Of  high  paternal  glory,  rich  endow 'd 
With  various  measures,  and  with  various  modes 
Of  instinct,  reason,  intuition  ;   beams 
More  i)ale  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
The  dark  of  matter  organized  (the  ware 
Of  all  created  spirit)  beams  that  rise 
Each  over  other  in  superior  light, 
Till  the  last  ripens  into  lustre  strong. 
Of  next  approach  to  Godhead.     Father  fond 
(Far  fonder  than  ere  bore  that  name  on  earth) 
Of  intellectual  beings  !   beings  bless'd 
With  powers  to  please  thee,  not  of  passive  ply 
To  laws  they  know  not;  ijeings  lodged  in  seats 
Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  different  domes 
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Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  sons  ; 

Of  this  proud,  populous,  well-policied. 

Though  boundless  habitation,  plann'd  by  Thee ; 

"Whose  several  clans  their  several  climates  suit, 

And  transposition,  doubtless,  would  destroy. 

Or,  oh  !  indulge,  immortal  King!  indulge 

A  title  less  auijust,  indeed,  but  more 

Endearing  ;  ah  !  how  sweet  in  human  ears  ! 

Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts  ! 

Father  of  immortality  to  man  ! 

A  theme  that  lately"  set  ray  soul  on  fire — 

And  Thou  the  next!  ytt  equal !  thou  by  whom 

Tliat  blessing  was  convey'd,  far  more!  was  bought. 

Ineffable  the  price  !   by  whom  all  worlds 

Were  made,  and  one  redeem'd !  illustrious  Light 

From  Light  illustrious  !  thou,  whose  regal  power. 

Finite  in  time,  but  infinite  in  space. 

On  more  than  adamantine  basis  fix'd. 

O'er  more,  far  more,  than  diadems  and  thrones 

Inviolably  reigns,  the  dread  of  gods  ! 

j^nd,  oh  !  tiie  friend  ol  uian  !  beneath  whose  foot, 

And  by  tiie  mandate  of  whose  awful  nod, 

All  regicjiis,  revolutions,  fortunes,  fates, 

Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 

Through  the  short  channels  of  expiring  time. 

Or  shoreless  ocean  of  eternity, 

Calm  or  tempestuous  (as  thy  Spirit  breathes) 

In  absf)hitc  subjection  !— And,  O  Thou! 

'I'iie  glorious  Third  !   distiinl,  not  separate  ! 

IJeaming  from  both!   with  Ixuh  incorporate, 

And  (strange  to  till  !)  incorporiUe  with  dust! 

By  ct>ridescetision,  as  thy  glory,  great, 

Knshrined  in  man  !  of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 

*  Sec  Ni(;lit/  llic  Sixlli  ami  S.vcMlli. 
1,2 
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Divine  liihabitanf, !  the  tic  divine 
Of  heaven  with  distant  earth  !  by  wlioni,  1  trust, 
(If  not  ins|iire<l)  unccnsnred  this  ad(h-ess 
'J'oTliee.toTheni — to  whom  ? — mysterious  power  I 
lleveal'd — yet  unreveal'd  !   darkness  in  hght! 
IS'umber  in  unity  !  our  joy  !   our  dread  ! 
The  triple  bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin! 
That  animates  all  right,  the  triple  Sun  ! 
Sun  of  the  soul !  her  never-setting  Sun  ! 
Triune,  unutterable,  unconceived, 
Absconding,  yet  demonstrable.  Great  God  ! 
Greater  than  greatest !  better  than  the  best! 
Kinder  than  kindest!  with  soft  Pity's  eye, 
Or  (stronger  still  to  speak  it)  w  ith  thine  own, 
From  thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  tirraanient 
Where  thou,  from  all  eternity,  hast  dwelt; 
Beyond  archangels'  unassisted  ken. 
From  far  above  what  mortals  highest  call, 
From  Elevation's  pinnacle,  look  down,  [all. 

Through — what?   confounding  interval!    through 
And  more,  than  labouring  Fancy  can  conceive; 
Through  radiant  ranks  of  essences  unknown? 
Through  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  detach'd 
Round  various  banners  of  Omnipotence, 
With  endless  change  of  rapturous  duties  fired ; 
Through  wondrous  beings'  interposing"  swarms. 
All  clustering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  thee; 
Through  this  wide  waste  of  worlds!  thisvista  vast. 
All  sanded  o'er  with  suns,  suns  turn'd  to  night 
Before  thy  feeblest  beam — look  down — down — 
On  a  poor  breathing  particle  in  dust,  [down. 

Or,  lower,  an  immortal  in  his  crimes  : 
His  crimes  forgive  !  forgive  his  virtues  too  ! 
Those  smaller  faults,  half-converts  to  the  right: 
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Nor  let  me  close  these  eyes,  which  never  more 
May  see  the  Sun  (though  Night's  descending  scale 
Now  weiMis  up  IVlorn)  unpitied  and  unbless'd ! 
In  thy  displeasure  dwells  eternal, pain  ; 
Pain,  our  aversion  ;  pain,  which  strikes  me  now  ; 
And,  since  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man. 
Though  transient,  terrible  ;  at  thy  good  hour, 
Gently,  ah,  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed, 
My  clay-cold  bed!  by  nature,  now,  so  near; 
By  nature  near,  still  nearer  by  disease  1 
Till  then  be  this  an  emblem  of  my  grave ; 
Let  it  outprcach  the  preacher  ;  every  night 
Let  it  outcry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear. 
That  tongue  of  death  !  that  herald  of  the  tomb  ! 
And  when  (the  shelter  of  thy  wing  implored) 
My  senses,  soothd,  shall  sink  in  soft  repose, 
()  sink  this  truth  still  deeper  in  my  soul, 
Suggested  by  my  pillow,  sign'd  by  Fate, 
First  in  Fate's  volume,  at  the  page  of  Man — 
'  Man's  sickly  soul,  though  turn'd  and  toss'd  for  ever 
I'rom  si(h;  to  side,  can  rest  on  nought  but  Thee ; 
Here  in  full  trust,  hereafter  in  full  joy:' 
On  Thee,  the  promised,  sure,  eternal  down 
Of  spirits,  toifd  in  travel  through  this  vale: 
Nor  of  that  pillow  shall  my  soul  despond  ; 
I'or — Love  almighty  !   Love  almighty  !  (sing, 
Lxult,  Creation  !)  Love  almighty  reigns  ! 
'I'lie  death  of  death  !  that  cordial  of  despair  ! 
And  loud  l-^ternity's  triumpliant  song  ! 

Of  whom  no  m(»re  : — for,  O  thou  I'lilroii-tiod  ! 
Thou  (iod  and  )(iortiil  !   thence  more;  (iod  to  man  ! 
IVLui's  tli(.iiie  (-ternal  !   mans  et(;rnal  theme! 
Thou  canst  not  scape  uninjured  from  our  praise  : 
i'ninjured  from  our  praise  can  he  escape 
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AA'lio,  (lisciubosoiu'd  from  tlic  Father,  bows 
Tlic  lioaven  of  lieavens  to  kiss  the  distant  earth! 
Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  sinless  soul ! 
Against  the  cross  Death's  iron  sceptre  breaks ! 
I'rom  laiiiishM  Hnin  plucks  her  hunnin  prey! 
Throws  wide  the  gates  celestial  to  iiis  foes  ! 
Their  gratitude,  for  such  a  boundless  debt, 
Deputes  their  suifering  brothers  to  receive! 
And  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails. 
As  deeper  guilt,  prohibits  our  despair! 
Enjoins  it,  as  our  duty,  to  rejoice ! 
Anil  (to  close  all)  omnipotently  kind, 
Takes  his  delights  among  tlie  sons  of  mcnV 
>Vhat  words  are  these — and  did  they  come  from 
Heaven  ? 
And  were  they  spoke  to  man?  to  guilty  man? 
AVhat  are  all  mysteries  to  love  like  this? 
The  songs  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  sound  ; 
Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart. 
Though  plunged,  before,  in  horrors  dark  as  night: 
Ilich  prelibation  of  consummate  joy  ! 
Nor  wait  we  dissolution  to  be  bless'd. 
This  final  effort  of  the  moral  Muse, 
How  justly  titled '°!   nor  for  me  alone; 
For  all  that  read.     What  spirit  of  support, 
What  heights  of  Consolation,  crown  my  song ! 

Then  farewell  Night !  of  darkness,  now,  no  more ; 
Joy  breaks,  shines,  triumphs  ;  'tis  eternal  day  ! 
Shall  that  which  rises  out  of  nought  complain 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endless  joys? 
My  soul!  henceforth,  in  sweetest  union  join 
'i'he  two  supports  of  human  happiness, 

'  Pfov.  chap.  viii.  '"  The  Consolation. 
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AYhich  some,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet, 
True  taste  of  life,  and  constant  thought  of  death  ! 
The  thought  of  death,  so'.e  victor  of  its  dread  ! 
Hope  be  thy  joy,  and  probity  thy  skill ; 
Thy  patron  He  whose  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Yon  gems  of  heaven,  eternity  thy  prize  ; 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  their  own, 
Their  feather  and  their  froth,  for  endless  toils  : 
They  part  with  all,  for  that  which  is  not  bread ; 
They  mortify,  they  starve,  on  wealth,  fame,  power. 
And  laugh  to  scorn  the  fools  that  aim  at  more. 
How  must  a  spirit,  late  escapcil  from  earth. 
Suppose  Philander's,  Lucia's,  or  Xarcissa's, 
The  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye. 
Look  back,  astonish'd  on  tlie  ways  of  men, 
"Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves! 
And  when  our  present  privilege  is  pass'd. 
To  scourge  us  with  due  sense  of  its  abuse. 
The  same  astonishment  will  seize  ns  all. 
A^  hat  then  must  pain  us,  would  preserve  us  now. 
Lorenzo!  'tis  not  vet  too  late.      Lorenzo  I 
Seize  wisdom,  ere  'lis  torment  to  be  wise  ; 
That  is,  seize  W  isdom  ere  she  seizes  thee. 
Por  what,  my  small  philosopher!   is  hell  ? 
*Tis  nothing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  truth, 
A\  hen  Truth,  resisted  long,  is  sworn  our  foe, 
And  calls  Lternify  to  do  her  right. 

'I'hus  darkness  aiding  intellectual  light. 
And  sacred  Silence  wliis|)eriMg  triiliis  divine. 
And  truths  divine  converting  jtain  to  peace. 
My  song  the  midnight  raven  has  ontwing'd, 
Antl  shot,  aniljitious  of  unbounded  scenes, 
JJeyond  the  flaming  liimts  of  the  world 
llcr  gloomy  flight.     J^ul  what  avails  the  flight 
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Of  Fancy,  wlicn  our  hearts  remain  below? 

Virtue  abounds  in  Hattcrcrs  and  toes  ; 

'Tis  pride  to  praise  her,  penance  to  perform. 

To  more  than  words,  to  more  than  worth  of  tongue, 

Lorenzo  !   rise,  at  this  auspicious  hour. 

An  hour  when  Heaven  's  most  intimate  with  man; 

When,  Hke  a  falhng  star,  the  ray  divine 

GHdes  swift  into  the  bosom  of  the  just ; 

And  just  are  all,  rletermiued  to  reclaim; 

Which  sets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach. 

Awake,  then;  thy  Pijiiander  calls:  awake! 

Tliou,  who  shalt  wake  when  the  Creation  sleeps  ; 

When,  like  a  taper,  all  these  suns  expire  ; 

When  Tin)o,  like  him  of  (ia/a  in  his  wrath. 

Plucking  the  pillars  that  support  the  world, 

In  Nature's  ample  ruins  lies  entomb'd, 

And  midnight,  universal  midnight !  reigns. 
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THE  UNIVERSAL  PASSION. 

3n  Scbcn  Cijarattcristital  Satires. 


Fulp;ente  trahit  constrictos  gloria  curru 

Non  minus  ignotos  generosis.  Hoft. 


preface:. 

These  Satires  have  been  favourably  received  at 
home  and  abroad.  I  am  not  conscious  of  the 
least  malevolence  to  any  particular  person  through 
all  tin;  characters,  though  some  persons  may  be 
so  selfish  as  to  engross  a  general  application  to 
themselves,  A  writer  in  polite  letters  shouhl  bo 
content  with  reputation,  the  private  amusement 
lie  finds  in  his  compositions,  the  good  influence 
they  have  on  his  severer  studies,  that  admission 
they  give  him  to  his  superiors,  and  the  possible 
good  etleet  they  miiy  hav«!  on  the  public;  or  else 
he  should  join  to  his  politeness  sonu!  more  lucra- 
tive (|u;ditication. 

Jiut  it  is  possible  that  satire  may  not  do  iiinrli 
good.     Men  may  rise  in  their  aHections  i<>  iIk  it 
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follies,  as  thoy  do  to  tlioir  friends,  when  they  are 
abused  by  otiiers.  It  is  much  to  be  feared  that 
iniscomUict  will  m;ver  be  chased  out  of  the  world 
by  satire;  all,  (herti'ore,  that  is  to  be  said  for  it 
is,  that  luisconduct  will  certaiuly  be  never  chased 
out  of  the  world  by  satiie,  if  no  satires  are  writ- 
ten. Nor  is  that  term  inapplicable  to  graver 
compositions  :  ethics,  heathen  and  Christian,  and 
the  Scriptures  themselves,  are  in  a  great  measure, 
a  satire  on  the  v.caluiess  and  inicpiity  of  men  ; 
and  some  part  of  that  satire  is  in  verse  too:  nay, 
in  the  tirst  ages,  philosophy  and  poetry  were  the 
same  thing  ;  w  isdom  wore  no  other  dress :  so 
that,  I  hope,  these  Satires  will  be  the  more 
easily  pardoned  that  misfortune  by  the  severe. 
Nay,  historians  themselves  may  be  considered  as 
satirists,  and  satirists  most  severe ;  since  such 
are  most  human  actions,  that  to  relate  is  to  ex- 
pose them. 

No  man  can  converse  much  in  the  world,  but, 
at  what  he  meets  with,  he  must  either  be  insen- 
sible, or  grieve,  or  be  angry,  or  smile.  Some 
passion  (if  we  are  not  impassive)  must  be  moved; 
for  the  general  conduct  of  mankind  is  by  no  means 
a  thing  indilferent  to  a  reasonable  and  virtuous 
man.  Now,  to  smile  at  it,  and  turn  it  into  ridi- 
cule, I  think  most  eligible,  as  it  hurts  ourselves 
least,  and  gives  vice  and  folly  the  greatest  of- 
fence: and  that  for  this  reason,  because  what 
men  aim  at  by  them  is,  generally,  public  opinion 
and  esteem  ;  w  hich  truth  is  the  subject  of  the  fol- 
lowing Satires  :  and  joins  them  together,  as  seve- 
ral branches  from  the  same  root:    an   unity  of 
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design  wliich  has  not,  I  think,  in  a  set  of  satires, 
been  attempted  before. 

Laughing  at  the  misconduct  of  the  world  will, 
in  a  great  measure,  ease  us  of  any  more  disagree- 
able passion  about  it.  One  passion  is  more  effec- 
tually driven  out  by  another  than  by  reason, 
whatever  some  may  teach  ;  for  to  reason  we  ov.  e 
our  passions.  Had  we  not  reason,  we  should 
not  be  offended  at  what  we  find  amiss :  and  the 
cause  seems  not  to  be  the  natural  cure  of  any 
effect. 

Moreover,  laughing  satire  bids  the  fairest  for 
success.  The  world  is  too  proud  to  be  fond  of  a 
serious  tutor  ;  and  when  an  author  is  in  a  passion, 
the  laugh,  generally,  as  in  conversation,  turns 
against  him.  This  kind  of  satire  only  has  any 
delicacy  in  it.  Of  this  delicacy  Horace  is  the 
best  master :  he  appears  in  good  humour  while 
he  censures;  and  therefore  his  censure  has  the 
more  weight,  as  supposed  to  proceed  from  judg- 
ment, not  from  passion.  Juvenal  is  ever  in  a 
passion  :  he  has  l^ut  little  valuable  but  his  elo- 
quence and  morality  ;  the  last  of  which  i  have 
had  in  my  eye,  but  rather  lor  emulation  than  imi- 
tation, through  my  whole  work. 

JJut  though  I  comparatively  condemn  Juvenal, 
in  part  of  the  Sixth  Satire,  (where  the  occasion 
most  re(|uireil  it)  1  endeavoured  to  touch  on  iiis 
manner,  but  was  forced  to  (juit  it  soon,  as  disa- 
greeable to  the  writ(  r  and  rciidtr  too.  JJoileau 
has  joined  both  the  Uoman  s-.itirists  with  great 
success,  but  has  too  much  of  Juvt.nal  in  his  very 
serious  '  Satire  on  >Voman,'  wliicli  should  have 
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been  the  gayest  of  all.  An  excellent  critic  of 
our  own  comuiciuls  Hoileau's  closeness,  or,  as  ho 
calls  it,  prcssiH'ss,  ])articularly  ;  whereas  it  ap- 
pears to  nic,  that  repetition  is  his  fault,  if  any 
iault  shoulil  be  iiii|)ute(l  to  him. 

There  are  some  prose  satirists  of  the  i;rcatcst 
delicacy  and  wit,  the  last  of  which  can  never,  or 
should  never  succeed,  without  the  former.     An 
author  without  it  betrays  too  great  a  contempt  for 
mankind,  and  opinion  of  himself;  which  are  bad 
advocates  for  reputation  and  success.      What  a 
ditierence  is  there  between  the  merit,  if  not  the 
wit,  of  Cervantes  and  Tlabclais  !  the  last  has  a 
particular  art  of  throwing  a  great  deal  of  genius 
and  learning  into  frolic  and  jest,  but  the  genius 
and  the  scholar  is  all  you  can  admire  ;  you  want 
the  gentleman  to  Converse  with  in  him:  he  is  like 
a  criminal  who  receives  his  life  for  some  services; 
you  commend,  but  you  pardon  too.     Indecency 
oftends    our  pride   as    men,   and  our    unatlectcd 
taste  as  judges  of  composition :  Nature  has  wisely 
formed  us  with  an  aversion  to  it,  and  he  that  suc- 
ceeds in  spite  of  it  is  aliena  venia,  quam  sua  pro- 
vident ia  tutior'. 

Such  wits,  like  false  oracles  of  old,  (which  were 
wits  and  cheats)  should  set  up  for  reputation 
among  the  weak  in  some  Boeotia,  which  was  the 
land  of  oracles ;  for  the  wise  will  hold  them  in 
contempt.  Some  wits,  too,  like  oracles,  deal  in 
andiiguities,  but  not  with  equal  success ;  for 
though  ambiguities  are  the  first  excellence  of  au 
impostor,  they  are  the  last  of  a  wit. 

'  Val.  Max. 
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Some  satirical  wits  and  humourists,  like  their 
father  Lucian,  laugh  at  every  thing  indiscrimi- 
nately, which  betrays  such  a  poverty  of  wit  as 
cannot  afiord  to  part  with  any  thing,  and  such  a 
want  of  virtue  as  to  postpone  it  to  a  jest.  Such 
writers  encourage  vice  and  folly,  which  they  pre- 
tend to  combat,  by  setting  them  on  an  equal  foot 
with  better  things  ;  and  while  they  labour  to  bring 
every  thing  into  contempt,  how  can  they  expect 
their  own  parts  should  escape?  Some  French 
writers,  particularly,  are  guilty  of  this  in  matters 
of  the  last  consequence,  and  some  of  our  own  : 
they  that  are  for  lessening  the  true  dignity  of  man- 
kind, are  not  sure  of  being  successful,  but  with 
regard  to  one  individual  in  it.  It  is  this  conduct 
that  justly  makes  a  wit  a  term  of  reproach:  which 
puts  me  in  mind  of  Plato's  fable  of  the  birth  of 
Love,  one  of  the  prettiest  fables  of  all  antiquity ; 
which  will  hold  likewise  with  regard  to  modern 
poetry.  '  Love  (says  he)  is  the  son  of  the  goddess 
Poverty  and  the  god  of  Hiflies:  he  has  from  his 
father  his  daring  genius,  his  elevation  of  thought, 
his  building  castles  in  the  air,  his  prodigality,  his 
neglect  of  things  serious  and  useful,  his  vain  opi- 
nion of  his  own  merit,  and  his  allectation  of  pre- 
ference and  distinction :  from  his  mother  he  in- 
herits his  indigence,  which  makes  him  a  constant 
beggar  of  favours,  that  importunity  with  which  he 
begs,  his  flattery,  his  servility,  his  fear  of  being 
despised,  which  is  inseparable  from  him.'  This 
addition  may  be  made,  rlz.  that  !*(><  try,  like  Love, 
is  a  little  subject  to  l)liiidness,  which  m;ikes  her 
mistake  her  way  to  preferments  and  honours;  that 
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she  has  her  satirical  (niivor  ;  and,  lastly,  that  she 
retains  a  dutiful  admiration  of  her  father's  family, 
but  divides  her  favours,  and  generally  lives  with 
lier  mother's  relations.  ]  lovvevcr,  this  is  not  ne- 
cessity, but  choice  :  were  Wisdom  her  governess, 
she  might  have  much  more  of  the  father  than  the 
mother ;  especially  in  such  an  age  as  this,  which 
shows  a  due  passion  for  her  charms. 
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SATIRE  I. 

STo  "Sis  Grace  tl)c  Dufec  of  Dorset. 


• Tanto  major  Famae  silis  est,  quam 

VirtQtis.  Juv.  Sat.  10. 


IVIt  verse  is  satire  ;   Dorset!  lend  your  ear, 

And  patronize  a  Muse  you  cannot  fear. 

To  poets  sacred  is  a  Dorset's  name. 

Their  wonted  passport  tlirouj^h  the  gates  of  Fame  : 

It  bribes  the  partial  reader  into  praise. 

And  throws  a  glory  round  tlie  shelter'd  lays  : 

The  dazzled  judjjrnent  fewer  faults  can  see, 

And  gives  a|)plause  h)  Blackinore,  or  to  me. 

But  you  decline  the  mislress  we  pursue; 

Others  are  fond  of  IVime,  but  I'anie  of  you. 

Instructive  Satire  !  true  to  N'irtue's  cause  ! 
Thou  shining  supplement  of  pul)lic  laws  ! 
When  tlatter'd  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  silence,  and  demand  our  rage  ; 
When  purchased  follies,  from  each  distant  land, 
Like  arls,  improve  in  liritaiu's  skilful  hand  ; 
AVIm  n  the  I/aw  shows  Inr  teeth,  bul  «l;ir(  s  not  bite, 
And  South  Sea  treasures  are  not  biought  to  light; 
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When  churchmen  Scripture  for  the  classics  quit, 
Pohte  apostates  from  (iod's  grace  to  wit'  : ' 
^Vlicn  men  grow  great  from  their  revenue  spent. 
And  tly  from  bailitis  into  parhament ; 
A\lien  dying  sinners,  to  blot  out  their  score, 
15o(jucatli  the  Cliurch  the  leavings  of  a  whore  ; 
To  chafe  our  spleen,  when  themes  like  these  in- 
crease. 
Shall  panegyric  reign,  and  censure'cease  ? 

Shall  poesy,  like  law,  turn  wrong  to  right. 
And  dedications  wash  an  Ethiop  white  ? 
Set  up  each  senseless  wretch  for  Nature's  boast. 
On  wiiom  praise  shines,  as  trophies  on  a  post? 
Shall  funeral  Eloquence  her  colours  spread. 
And  scatter  roses  on  the  wealthy  dead? 
Shall  authors  smile  on  such  illustrious  days. 
And  satirize  with  nothing — but  their  praise? 

Why  slumbers  Pope,  who  leads  the  tuneful  train. 
Nor  hears  that  virtue  which  he  loves  complain? 
Donne,  Dorset,  Dryden,  Rochester,  are  dead. 
And  Guilt's  chief  foe  in  Addison  is  fled; 
Congreve,  who,  crown'd  with  laurels  fairly  won. 
Sits  smiling  at  the  goal  v/hile  others  run. 
He  will  not  write ;  and  (more  provoking  still) 
Ye  gods !  he  will  not  write,  and  Maevius  will. 

Doubly  distress'd,  what  author  shall  we  lind 
Discreetly  daring,  and  severely  kind, 
The  courtly  Roman's'  shining  path  to  tread. 
And  sharply  smile  prevailing  folly  dead  ? 
Will  no  superior  genius  snatch  the  quill. 
And  save  me,  on  the  brink,  from  writing  ill? 

'  Many  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  classics  had  been  edited  hy 
English  divines. 
'  Horace. 


S.  I.  LOVE  OF  FAME.  131 

Though  vain  the  strife,  I'll  strive  iiiy  voice  to  raise: 
"What  will  not  men  attempt  tor  sacred  praise  ? 

The  love  of  praise,  howe'er  conceal'd  by  art. 
Reigns,  more  or  less,  and  glows  in  every  heart ; 
The  proud  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toils  endure ; 
The  modest  shun  it,  but  to  make  it  sure. 
O'er  globes  and  sceptres,  now  on  thrones  it  swells, 
!Now  trims  the  midnigiit  lamp  in  college  cells  : 
'Tis  Tory,  Whig ;  it  plots,  prays,  preaches,  pleads. 
Harangues  in  senates,  s(jueaks  in  masquerades  : 
Here  to  Steele's  humour  makes  a  bold  pretence. 
There,  bolder,  aims  at  Pulteney's^  eloquence  : 
It  aids  the  dancer's  heel,  the  writers  head, 
And  heaps  the  plain  with  mountains  of  the  dead  ; 
!Nor  ends  with  life,  but  nods  in  sable  plumes. 
Adorns  our  hearse,  and  flatters  on  our  tombs. 

What  is  not  proud  ?  the  pimp  is  proud  to  see 
So  many  like  himself  in  high  degree  : 
The  whore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
Of  peevish  virtue  and  the  marriage-bed  ; 
And  the  bribed  cuckold,  like  crown'd  victims  borne 
To  slaughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn. 

Some  go  to  church,  proud  humbly  to  repent, 
And  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  they  went : 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  steer. 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals  hear; 
And  when  their  sins  they  set  sincerely  down. 
They'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Others  with  wishful  eyes  on  glory  look. 
When  they  have  got  their  picture  towards  a  book, 
Or  pompous  title,  like  a  gaufly  sign, 
Meant  to  betray  dull  sols  to  wretched  wine. 

'  Afterwards  Earl  of  Hath. 
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If  at  liis  title  'l\:i|)|)'  liiul  droppM  liis  quill, 
Trapi)  iiiiu,lil  Ikivi;  pass'J  (or  a  }i,rc'at.  genius  still ; 
]>ut  Tiai)!),  alas!  (excuse  him,  it' you  can) 
Ts  now  a  scribbler,  who  was  once  a  man. 
Imperious,  some  a  classic  tamo  demand, 
For  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  iiaud, 
A  waggon-load  of  meanings  for  one  word, 
"While  A 's  deposed,  and  U  with  pomp  restored^ 

Some,  lor  renown,  on  scraps  of  learning  dote. 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
To  patch-work  learn'd  (piotations  are  allied  ; 
J3oth  strive  to  make  our  poverty  our  pride. 

On  glass  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer ! 
Did  ever  diamond  cost  a  man  so  dear? 

Polite  diseases  make  some  idiots  vain, 
^Vhich,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign. 

Of  tolly,  vice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see; 
And  (stranger  still !)  of  blockheads'  flattery, 
AVhose  praise  defames  ;   as  if  a  fool  should  mean. 
By  s|)itting  on  your  face  to  make  it  clean. 

Nor  is't  enough  all  hearts  are  swoln  with  Pride, 
Her  power  is  mighty,  as  her  realm  is  wide. 
"What  can  she  not  perform?  the  love  of  Fame 
Made  bold  AI|)honsus  his  Creator  blame; 
Empedocles  hurl'd  down  the  buri»ing  steep ; 
And  (stronger  still)  made  Alexander  weep; 
\ay,  it  holds  Delia  from  a  second  hvx\,       [dead. 
Though  her  loved  lord  has  four  half  months  been 

This  passion  with  a  pimple  have  I  seen 
Hctard  a  cause,  and  give  a  judge  the  spleen. 

■•   Dr.  Tra])j)  had  been  Professor  of  Poetry  in  the  Univer- 
sity of  Oxford. 

'  This  alludes  to  Theobald's  '  Shakspeare  Restored.' 
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By  this  inspired  (O  ne'er  to  be  forgot !) 
Some  lords  have  learn'd  to  spell,  and  some  to  knot. 
It  makes  Globose  a  speaker  in  the  House  ; 
He  hems,  and  is  deliver'd  of  his  mouse  : 
It  makes  dear  self  on  well-bred  tongues  prevail. 
And  /the  little  hero  of  each  tale.  [in. 

Sick  with  the  Love  of  Fame,  what  throngs  pour 
Unpeople  court,  and  leave  the  senate  thin  ! 
My  growing  subject  seems  but  just  begun. 
And,  chariot-like,  I  kindle  as  I  run. 

Aid  me,  great  Homer!  with  thy  epic  rules. 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  British  fools. 
Satire !  had  I  thy  Dorset's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or  fool  should  perish  in  each  line  ; 
Though  for  the  fust  all  Westminster  should  plead. 
And  for  the  last  all  Gresham  intercede. 

Begin.     ^Vho  first  the  catalogue  shall  grace? 
To  quality  belongs  the  highest  place. 
My  Lord  conies  forward;  forward  let  him  come! 
Ye  vulgar  !  at  your  peril  give  him  room  : 
He  stands  for  I'amo  on  his  forefathers'  feet. 
By  heraldry  proved  valiant  or  discreet. 
AVith  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  three  descents  less  wise! 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hands  you  crave. 
You  bid  him  raise  his  fathers  from  the  grave. 
Men   should    press   forward  in    J'ame's   glorious 

chase ; 
Nobles  look  backward,  and  so  lose  the  race. 

Let  high  birth  triumph !  what  can  be  more  great? 
Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  estate. 
To  Virtue's  humblest  son  let  none  prefer 
A  ice,  though  descended  from  the  Conqueror. 
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Shall  nun,  like  figures,  pass  for  high  or  base, 
Shght  or  important,  only  by  their  place? 
Titles  are  marks  of  honest  men,  and  wise  ; 
The  fool  or  knuve,  that  wears  a  title,  lies. 

They  (hat  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge, 
Produce  their  debt  instead  of  their  discharge, 
Dorset!  let  those  who  proudly  boast  their  line. 
Like  thee  in  worth  hereditary  shine. 

Vain  as  false  greatness  is,  the  Muse  must  own 
AVe  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Bristol  stone : 
Mean  sons  of  earth,  who,  on  a  South  Sea  tide 
Of  full  success,  swarm  into  wealth  and  pride. 
Knock  with  a  purse  of  gold  at  Anstis'  gate. 
And  beg  (o  be  descended  from  the  great. 

\\  hen  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  soar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  show  their  shame  the  more. 
Those  governments,  which  curb  not  evils,  cause; 
And  a  rich  knave's  a  libel  on  our  laws. 

IJelus  with  solid  glory  will  be  crown'd; 
He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  sound; 
Hut  builds  hin)self  a  name  ;  and,  to  be  great, 
Sinks  in  a  cjuurry  an  immense  estate ! 
In  cost  and  grandeur  Chandos  he  'II  outdo  ; 
And,  Burlington,  thy  taste  is  not  so  true. 
The  pile  is  tinish'd,  every  toil  is  pass'd. 
And  full  perfection  is  arrived  at  last; 
M'hen,  lo  !   my  Lord  to  some  small  corner  runs, 
And  leaves  slate  rooms  to  strangers  and  to  duns. 

The  man  who  builds, and  wants  wherewith  to  pay. 
Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away. 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  seat, 
Jiut  a  discharge  in  full  for  an  estate  ? 

\a  smaller  compass  lies  Pygmalion's  fame; 
Not  domes,  but  antique  statues,  are  his  flame : 
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Not  Fountaine's  self  more  Parian   charms   has 

known, 
Nor  is  good  Pembroke*  more  in  love  with  stone. 
The  bailiffs  come  (rude  men,  profanely  bold  !) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold. 
'  No,  sirs,  (he  cries)  I'll  sooner  rot  in  gaol : 
Shall  Grecian  arts  be  truck'd  for  English  bail  V 
Such  heads  might  n)ake  their  very  bustos  laugh  : 
His  daughter  starves  ;  but  Cleopatra's'  safe. 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  large  estate, 
May  spill  their  treasure  in  a  nice  conceit: 
The  rich  may  be  polite ;  but,  oh  !  'tis  sad 
To  say  you  "re  curious,  when  we  swear  you  're  mad. 
By  your  revenue  measure  your  expense. 
And  to  your  funds  and  acres  join  your  sense. 
No  man  is  bless'd  by  accident  or  guess  ; 
True  wisdom  is  the  price  of  happiness  : 
Yet  few  without  Ioii<i  disci[)liiu;  are  sage. 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  sighs  for  age. 

But  how,  my  Must  !  canst  thou  resist  so  long 
The  bright  temptation  of  the  courtly  throng, 
Thy  most  inviting  theme  ?  the  court  affords 
Much  food  for  satire; — it  aboimds  in  lords. 
'  W  hat  lords  arc  thosi-  saluting  with  a  grin  ?' 
One  is  just  out,  and  one  as  lately  in. 
'  How  comes  it,  tlun,  to  pass,  we  sec  preside 
On  l)otli  their  brows  an  e(jual  share  of  pride  V 
l*ride,  that  ini|)artial  passion,  reigns  through  all, 
Attends  our  glory,  nor  deserts  our  fall. 
As  in  its  home  it  triumphs  in  high  place. 
And  frowns,  a  haughty  exile,  in  disgrace. 

"  Sir  Andrew  FoiiiiliiinK   and   llic   Karl  of  Pembroke   were 
gri'iit  a<linirKr»  of  antique  slaliies. 
^  A  faniouH  Htalue. 
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Some  loixis  it  bids  admire  tlioir  wands  so  white, 
AVliioli  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  tiieir  ravish'd  sight: 
Some  lords  it  bids  resign,  and  turn  their  wands. 
Like  Moses',  into  serpents  in  their  hands. 
These  sink,  as  divers,  for  renown,  and  boast, 
With  jiride  inverted,  of  their  lionours  lost: 
But  against  reason  sure  'tis  equal  sin 
To  boast  of  merely  being  out  or  in.  [strive 

What   numbers   here,    through   odd   ambition, 
To  seem  the  most  transported  things  alive? 
As  if  by  joy  desert  was  understood, 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  wise  and  good: 
Hence,  aching  bosoms  wear  a  visage  gay. 
And  stiHed  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  play: 
Completely  dressd  by  MonteuiP  and  grimace. 
They  take  their  birtii-day  suit,  and  public  face: 
Their  smiles  are  only  part  of  what  they  wear, 
Put  off  at  night,  v/ith  Lady  Bristol's  hair  : 
What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  so  bad  ? 
AVith  anxious  care  they  labour  to  be  glad. 

What  numbers,  h(;re,  would  into  fame  advance. 
Conscious  of  merit  in  the  coxcomb's  dance  ? 
The  tavern  !  park !  assembly  !  mask  !  and  play  ! 
Those  dear  destroyers  of  the  tedious  day  ! 
That  wheel  of  fops  !  that  saunter  of  the  town  ! 
Call  it  diversion,  and  the  pill  goes  down. 
Fools  grin  on  fools,  and,  stoic  like,  support. 
Without  one  sigh,  the  pleasures  of  a  court. 
Courts  can  give  nothing  to  the  wise  and  good 
But  scorn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  solitude. 
High  stations  tumult,  but  not  bliss,  create: 
None  think  the  great  unhappy  but  the  great : 
Fools  gaze,  and  envy ;  envy  darts  a  sting. 
Which  makes  a  swain  as  wretched  as  a  king. 

"  A  famous  tailor. 
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I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  show; 
I  envy  none  the  gikling  of  their  woe. 
Give  nie,  indulgent  gods  !  with  mind  serene 
And  guiltless  heart,  to  range  the  silvan  scene  ; 
No  splendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 
Xo  well-bred  hate  or  servile  grandeur  there; 
There  pleasing  objects  useful  thoughts  suggest, 
The  sense  is  ravislTd,  and  the  soul  is  bless'd; 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wisdom  grows. 
In  every  rill  a  sweet  instruction  flows  : 
But  some,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whispering  rill. 
In  spite  of  sacred  leisure  blockheads  still ; 
Nor  shoots  up  Tolly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  soil,  the  drawing-room. 

The  squire  is  proud  to  see  his  coursers  strain. 
Or  well-breathed  beagles  sweep  along  the  plain. 
Say,  dear  llippolitus  !  (whose  drink  is  ale, 
Whose  erudition  is  a  Christinas  tale, 
A^'hose  mistress  is  saluted  with  a  smack. 
And  friend  received  with  thumps  upon  the  back) 
When  thy  sleek  gelding  nimbly  leaps  the  mound. 
And  Uingwood  opens  on  the  tainted  ground. 
Is  that  thy  praise  ?  let  Kingwoods  fame  alone; 
Just  Uingwood  leaves  each  animal  his  own. 
Nor  envies  when  a  gipsy  you  coujuiit. 
And  siiake  the  clumsy  l)i  iich  with  country  wit; 
^\heu  you  the  dullest  of  dull  ihiugs  have  said, 
And  then  ask  pard<jn  for  the  j(;st  you  made. 

Here  breathe,  my  .Aluse!  and  then  thy  task  renew; 
Ten  thousand  fools  unsung  are  still  in  view. 
Fewer  lay-atheists  made  by  church  debates. 
Fewer  great  beggars  famed  for  large  estates, 
liudies,  whose  love  is  constant  as  the  wind, 
Cits,  who  prefer  a  guinea  to  mankind ; 

46.  N 
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rewor  grave  lords  to  Scroope''  discreetly  bond, 
And  fewer  shocks  a  statesman  gives  his  friend. 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  eternal  vein, 
A>'h()  lulls  the  town  in  winter  with  his  strain, 
At  Bath,  in  siininier,  chants  the  reigning  lass, 
And  sweetly  whistles  as  tlie  waters  pass  ? 
Is  there  a  tongue  like  Delia's  oer  her  cup, 
That  runs  for  ages  without  winding  up  ? 
Is  there  whom  his  tenth  epic  mounts  to  fame?— 
Such,  and  such  only,  might  exhaust  my  theme ; 
Nor  would  these  heroes  of  the  task  be  glad, 
l-'or  who  can  write  so  fast  as  men  run  mad? 


SATIRE  ir. 

My  Muse !  proceed,  and  reach  thy  destined  end, 
Though  toil  an«l  danger  the  bold  task  attend. 
Heroes  and  gods  make  other  poems  tine, 
I'lain  satire  calls  for  sense  in  every  line : 
Then  to  what  swarms  thy  faults  1  dare  expose? 
All  friends  to  vice  and  folly  are  thy  foes. 
"NVhen  such  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage, 
'Tis  most  ill-nature  to  repress  thy  rage  ; 
And  if  these  strains  some  nobler  Muse  excite, 
I'll  glory  in  the  verse  I  did  not  write. 

So  weak  are  humankind  by  Nature  made. 
Or  to  such  weakness  by  their  vice  betray'd. 
Almighty  Vanity  1  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  zest  of  [)leasure,  and  their  balm  of  woe. 
Thou,  like  the  Sun,  all  colours  dost  contain. 
Varying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  rain  : 
Por  every  soul  tinds  reasons  to  bo  proud. 
Though  hiss'd  and  hooted  by  the  pointing  crowd. 

"  A  great  money-lender. 
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Warm  in  pursuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
f  lippolitus  demands  the  silvan  crown '  : 
Uut  Florio's  tame,  the  product  of  a  shower, 
Grows  in  his  garden,  an  illustrious  tlower! 
AVhy  teems  the  eartli  ?  w  hy  melt  the  vernal  skies  ? 
Why  shines  the  Sun  ?  to  make  Paul  Diack"  rise. 
From  morn  to  night  has  Florio  gazing  stood. 
And  wonder'd  how  the  gods  could  be  so  good : 
What  shape !  w  hat  hue !  was  ever  nymph  so  fair  ? 
He  dotes  !  he  dies !  he,  too,  is  rooted  there. 
O  solid  bliss  !  which  nothing  can  destroy, 
Except  a  cat,  bird,  snail,  or  idle  boy. 
In  lame's  full  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  night. 
And  wakes  next  day  a  most  inglorious  wight ; 
The  tulip  's  dead !   See  thy  fair  sister's  fate, 
O  C**  !  and  be  kind  ere  "tis  too  late. 

Nor  are  those  enemies  1  mention'd  all : 
Beware,  O  Horist !   tliv  ambition's  fall. 
A  friend  of  miin;  indulged  this  noble  tiamo, 
A  quaker  served  him,  Adam  was  his  name ; 
To  one  loved  tulip  oft  the  master  went. 
Hung  o'er  it,  an<l  whole  days  in  rapture  spent ; 
iJut  came,  and  miss'd  it  one  ill-fated  hour : 
He  raged  !  he  roar'd  !  '  M'hat  demon  cropp'd  my 

flower  ?' 
Serene,  quoth  Adam,   '  Lo!  'twas  crush'd  by  me; 
F'allen  is  tin;  JJaal  to  which  thou  bow'dst  thy  knee.' 

But  all  men  want  amusement,  and  what  crime 
In  such  a  paradise  lo  fool  their  time  ? 
None ;  but  why  proud  of  this  ?  to  fame  they  soar; 
AVe  grant  they're  idle,  if  they'll  ask  no  more. 

'   Tliis  reffrs  lo  tin;  I'ir.st  Satire. 

'  Tli«.'  name  of  a  tulip,  and   of  n  great   stock-jobber,   from 
whom  tlie  llower  received  it. 
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We  sniilo  at  florists,  we  despise  their  joy, 
And  think  their  hearts  enamour'd  of  a  toy  ; 
13ut  are  those  wiser  whom  we  most  admire. 
Survey  with  envy,  and  pursue  with  lire? 
What 'she  who  si^hs  tor  wealth,  or  fame,  or  power? 
Another  I'loiio  doting-  on  a  flower; 
A  short  hved  flower,  and  which  has  often  sprung 
Trom  sordid  arts,  as  I'lorio's  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus !  is  thy  fancy  sniit? 
The  flower  of  learning,  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
Thy  gaudy  shelves  with  crimson  bindings  glow. 
And  Epictetus  is  a  perfect  beau. 
How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimson  too, 
(iilt,  and,  like  then),  devoted  to  the  view? 
Thy  books  are  iurniture.     Methinks  'tis  hard 
That  science  should  be  purchased  by  the  yard ; 
And  Tonson,  tnrn'd  upholsterer,  send  home 
The  gilded  leather  to  fit  up  thy  room^ 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  assign'd, 
Study's  the  specious  trifling-  of  the  mind. 
Or  is,  at  best,  a  secondary  aim, 
A  chase  for  sport  alone,  and  not  for  game. 
If  so,  sure  they  who  the  mere  volume  prize 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  bent. 
But  found,  at  length,  that  it  reduced  his  rent; 
His  farms  were  flown  :  when,  lo  !  a  sale  comes  on, 
A  choice  collection  !  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
He  sells  his  last,  for  he  the  whole  will  buy ; 
Sells  e'en  his  house  ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie : 
So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 
For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 

'  Jacob  Tonson  fitted  up  many  libraries  of  gilt  Ijooks  for 
Soutb  Sea  coxcoui'.ts  in  1720. 


<>  xilld  bHA  !  vrliirh  nodiiiiir  oiiu  drsuw. 
Kin-|««  n  cat.Wirl  .Tiiiiil  .or  iiflr  lim  . 
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When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the 

clerk, 
Lorenzo  sign'd  the  bargain— with  his  mark. 
Unlearned  men  of  books  assume  the  care. 
As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

Not  in  his  authors'  liveries  alone 
Is  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  shown : 
Editions  various,  at  high  prices  bought, 
Inform  the  world  what  Codrus  would  be  thought ; 
And  to  this  cost  another  must  succeed, 
To  pay  a  sage  who  says  that  he  can  read ; 
Who  titles  knows,  and  indexes  has  seen. 
But  leaves  to  Orrery^  what  lies  between  ; 
Of  pompous  books  who  shuns  the  proud  expense, 
And  humbly  is  contented  w  ith  their  sense. 

Orrery  !  whose  accomplishments  make  good 
The  promise  of  a  long  illustrious  blood, 
In  arts  and  manners  eminently  graced, 
The  strictest  honour !  and  the  finest  taste  ! 
Accept  this  verse,  if  satire  can  agree 
A\'ith  so  consummate  an  liunianity. 
By  your  example  would  llilario  mend. 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  friend, 
Who,  with  the  charms  of  his  own  genius  smit, 
Conceives  all  virtues  are  comprised  in  wit ! 
But  tim(;  his  fervent  petulance  may  cool, 
I'or,  tiiouiih  he  is  a  wit,  he  is  no  fool. 
In  lime  he'll  learn  to  use,  not  waste,  his  sense; 
Nor  make  a  frailty  of  an  excellence. 
He  spares  nor  frien<l  nor  foe,  but  calls  tc^  mind, 
Like  Doomsday,  all  the  faults  of  all  mankind. 
What  though  wit  tickles,  tickling  is  unsafe. 
If  still  'lis  painful  while  it  makes  »is  laugh. 
'  Cliailus  Earl  of  Orrery. 
N  2 
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A>'lio,  for  tho  poor  renown  of  l)oing  smart, 
AVouid  leave  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart  ? 

Parts  may  be  praised,  good  nature  is  adored; 
Then  <lraw  yonr  wit  as  seldom  as  your  sword, 
And  never  on  (he  weak ;  or  you'll  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  smooth  oil  the  razor  best  is  whet, 
So  wit  is  by  politeness  sliarpest  set: 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  oflencc  is  seen; 
Both  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen. 
The  fame  men  give  is  for  the  joy  they  (ind ; 
Dull  is  the  jester  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtless,  thinks  himself  a  wit, 
To  pay  my  compliment  what  place  so  fit? 
His  most  facetious  Letters^  came  to  hand, 
"Which  my  First  Satire  sweetly  reprimand  : 
If  that  a  just  otl'ence  to  Marcus  gave. 
Say,  Marcus  !  which  art  thou,  a  fool  or  knave  1 
For  all  but  such  with  caution  I  forbore  ; 
That  thou  wast  either  I  ne'er  knew  before  : 
I  know  thee  now,  both  what  thou  art  and  who ; 
No  mask  so  good  but  Marcus  must  shine  through  : 
False  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell ; 
Thy  best  concealment  had  been  writing  well : 
But  thou  a  brave  neglect  of  fame  hast  shown. 
Of  others'  fame,  great  genius  !  and  thy  own. 
Write  on  unheeded,  and  this  maxim  know. 
The  man  who  pardons,  disappoints  his  foe. 

In  malice  to  proud  wits,  some  ])roudly  lull 
Their  peevish  reason,  vain  of  being  dull : 
When  some  homejoke  has  stung  their  solemn  souls. 
In  vengeance  they  determine — to  be  fools  ; 
Through  spleen,  that  little  Nature  gave  make  less. 
Quite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  heaviness ; 

^   Letters  .sent  to  the  Aiitlinr,  siijiied  Marcus. 
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To  lumps  inanimate  a  fondness  take, 

And  disinherit  sons  that  are  awake. 

These,  when  their  utmost  venom  they  would  sj)it, 

Most  barbarously  tell  you — '  lie's  a  wit.' 

Poor  negroes  thus,  to  show  their  burning-  spite 

To  cacodemons,  say — they're  devilish  white. 

Lampridius,  from  the  bottom  of  his  breast. 
Sighs  o'er  one  child,  but  triumphs  in  the  rest. 
How  just  his  grief!  one  carries  in  his  head 
A  less  proportion  of  the  fatlier's  lead, 
And  is  in  danger,  without  special  grace, 
To  rise  above  a  justice  of  the  peace. 
The  dunghill  breed  of  men  a  diamond  scorn, 
And  feel  a  passion  for  a  grain  of  corn  ; 
Some  stupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from 

white. 
Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  sense. 
Can  range  aright  his  shillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  father  craves  a  bool)y  son, 
And,  by  Heaven's  blessing,  thinks  himself  undone. 

^^  ants  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  Tame  a  plea, 
One  learns  to  lisp,  another  not  to  see : 
Miss  Duncomb,  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand  ; 
A\'as  ever  thing  so  pretty  born  to  stand  ? 
Whilst  these  what  Nature  gave  disown,  through 
Others  affect  what  Nature  has  denied  ;       [pride. 
What  Nature  has  denied,  fools  will  pursue. 
As  apes  arc  ever  walking  u|)on  two. 

Crassus,  a  grateful  sage,  our  awe  and  sport! 
Supports  grave  forms,  for  forms  the  sage  support: 
He  hems,  and  cries,  with  an  im|)ortant  air, 
'  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair:' 
Then  (piotes  the  Sta};irite  to  prove  it  true, 
And  adds,  'The  learn'd  delight  in  something  new.' 
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Is't  not  enough  the  hlockliead  scarce  can  read, 
Bntniusl.  lie  wiscily  look,  and  gravely  plead? 
As  far  a  formalist  from  wisdom  sits, 
In  judging-  eyes,  as  libertines  from  wits. 

These  subtle  wights  (so  blind  are  mortal  men. 
Though  Satire  couch  them  with  her  keenest  pen) 
For  ever  will  hanj'  out  a  solemn  face, 
To  put  ort"  nonsense  with  a  better  grace  ; 
As  pedlars  with  some  hero's  head  make  bold. 
Illustrious  mark!  where  pins  are  to  be  sold. 
What's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  rc- 
cUned  ] 
The  body's  wisdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain. 
As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain ; 
And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot. 
Solemnity  's  a  cover  for  a  sot. 
I  tind  the  ft)ol  when  1  behold  the  screen, 
I'or  'tis  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen. 

Hence,  Dodington,  that  openness  of  heart, 
And  just  disdain  for  that  ])oor  mimic  Art; 
Hence  (manly  praise  !)  that  manner,  nobly  free. 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With  generous  scorn  how  oft  hast  thou  survey'd 
Of  court  and  town  the  noontide  mastpierade, 
AVhere  swarms  of  knaves  the  vizor  ((uite  disgrace. 
And  hide  secure  behind  a  naked  face; 
Where  Nature's  end  of  language  is  declined. 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind; 
Where  generous  hearts  the  greatest  hazard  run. 
And  he  who  trusts  a  brother  is  undone  ! 

These  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  show 
For  wealth  and  fame  ;  for  fame  alone  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  While's  was  young  Florello  seen  ; 
Jlow  blank  his  look  !  how  discomposed  his  mien ! 
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So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  sincere  to  feign  ! 
Sunk  were  his  spirits,  for  his  coat  was  plain. 
Next  day  his  breast  regain'd  its  wonted  peace ; 
His  health  was  mended  with  a  silver  lace. 
A  curious  artist,  long  inured  to  toils 
Of  gentler  sort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils. 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  some  god  inspired. 
So  touch'd  his  curls,  his  mighty  soul  was  tired. 
The  well-swoln  ties  an  e(jual  homage  claim, 
And  either  shoulder  has  its  share  of  fame  ; 
Hissumptuous  watch-case,  though  conceal'ditlies, 
Like  a  good  conscience,  solid  joy  supplies. 
He  only  thinks  himself  (so  far  from  vain  !) 
Stanhope*^  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine^. 
Whene'er,  by  seeming  chance,  he  throws  his  eye 
On  mirrors  that  reflect  his  Tyrian  dye. 
With  how  sublime  a  transport  leaps  his  heart! 
But  Fate  oidains  tliat  dearest  friends  must  part: 
In  active  measures, broughtfrom  France,  he  wheels, 
And  triumphs,  conscious  of  his  learned  heels. 
So  have  1  seen,  on  some  bright  summer's  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonair  and  gay. 
Dance  on  tiio  bank,  as  if  inspired  by  Fame, 
Fond  of  the  pretty  ftllow  in  the  stream. 

Morose  is  sunk  with  shame  whene'er  surprised 
In  linen  clean,  or  j)eruke  undisguised : 
No  suijiunary  chance  his  vestments  fear, 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  their  spots  appear. 
A  famed  surtout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue, 
And  his  foot  swims  in  a  capacious  shoe: 
One  day  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives  reclaim?) 
Levcl'd  her  bari)arous  needle  at  his  fame; 
IJiit  open  iorcA)  was  vain  ;   by  uiglit  slie  went, 
And,  while  he  sle[tt,  surprised  the  darling  rent: 
'''   Earl  of  Cliestfrli.ld.  '    l,,.;  1  D.Ioiairic. 
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Wlicre  yawii'd  tlic  tViczc  is  now  become  a  doubt, 
'  And  glory,  at  one  entrance,  (jnite  shut  out".' 

He  scorns  I'lorello,  and  I'lorello  liim  ; 
This  liates  the  iiltliy  creature,  that  the  prim: 
Thus.,  in  each  other,  both  these  fools  despise 
'J'iieir  own  dear  selves,  witii  iiiidiseeriiing  eyes; 
Their  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim  ; 
Tiie  sloven  and  the  t'opling  are  the  same. 

Ye  "Wiiigs  and  Tories  !  thus  it  fares  with  you, 
lY'lien  party  rage  too  warmly  you  pursue  ; 
Then  both  club  nonsense,  and  impetuous  pride 
And  folly  join  whom  sentiments  divide. 
You  vent  your  spleen ,  as  monkeys,  when  they  pass, 
Scratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glass, 
While  both  are  one  ;  and  henceforth  be  it  known. 
Fools  of  both  sides  shall  stand  for  fools  alone. 

'  But  wlio  art  thou  ?  (methinks  i*'lorello  cries) 
Of  all  thy  species  art  thou  only  wise  V 
Since  smallest  things  can  give  our  sins  a  twitch, 
As  crossing  straws  retard  a  passing  witch, 
riorello  !  thou  my  monitor  shalt  be, 
]  '11  conjure  thus  some  profit  out  of  thee. 

0  thou  myself!  abroad  our  counsels  roam. 
And,  like  ill  husbands,  take  no  care  at  home: 
Thou,  too,  art  wounded  with  the  common  dart. 
And  Love  of  Fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  heart; 
And  what  wise  means  to  gain  it  hast  thou  chose? 
Know,  Fame  and  Fortune  both  are  made  of  prose. 
]s  thy  ambition  sweating  for  a  rhyme. 

Thou  unambitious  fool !  at  this  late  time? 
While  1  a  moment  name,  a  moment's  pass'd ; 

1  'm  nearer  death  in  tiiis  verse  than  the  last : 
What  then  is  to  be  done  ?  be  wise  with  speed  ; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed ! 

*  Milton's  Paradise  Lost. 
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And  what  so  foolish  as  the  chase  of  Fame  ? 
How  vain  the  prize  !  how  impotent  our  aim  ! 
for  what  are  men  who  grasp  at  praise  sublime. 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  stream  of  time, 
That  rise  and  fall,  that  swell  and  are  no  more, 
Born  and  forgot,  ten  thousand  in  au  hour. 


SATIRE  III. 

STo  il)c  11igl;t  lion.  Jtlr.  So"Dington. 

Long,  Dodington  !  in  debt,  I  long  have  sought 
To  ease  the  burden  of  my  grateful  thought ; 
And  now  a  j)oet's  gratitude  you  see, 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he'll  ask  for  three: 
For  whose  the  present  glory  or  the  gain  ? 
You  give  protection,  1  a  worthless  strain. 
You  love  and  feel  the  poet's  sacred  flame. 
And  know  the  basis  of  a  solid  fame; 
Tiiough  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend  ; 
]Sor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone, 
But  more  to  raise  my  verse,  conceal  your  own. 

An  ill-timed  modesty !   turn  ages  o'er. 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more? 
Jlcr  liartiinir,  and  her  genius  too,  decays. 
And  (l;irk  and  cold  are  her  declining  days; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  cast, 
'I'hey  mcardy  live  on  alm>  of  ages  past. 
Men  still  are  men  ;  and  tiny  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triiunph  o'«;r  the  sons  of  cold  Despair; 
Or  if  they  fail,  they  justly  still  take  place 
Of  such  who  run  iu  <Iebt  for  iIk  ir  disgrace  ; 
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"Who  borrow  imicli,  tlicii  fairly  make  it  known, 
Aiul  ilaniii  it  with  iiiiprovniioiits  of  tlioir  own. 
Me  bring  some  new  materials,  and  what's  old 
!New  cast  with  care,  and  in  no  borrow'd  mould: 
Late  times  the  verse  may  read,  if  these  refuse, 
And  from  sour  critics  vindicate  the  Muse. 

'  Your  work  is  long,'  the  critics  cry.     'Tis  true. 
And  lengthens  still,  to  take  in  fools  like  you  : 
Shorten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame  ; 
Por  grow  but  wise,  you  rob  me  of  my  game ; 
As  hunted  hags,  who,  while  the  dogs  pursue, 
llenounce  their  four  legs,  and  start  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodile, 
"Will  1  enjoy  (dread  feast!)  the  critic's  rage. 
And  with  the  fell  destroyer  feed  my  page : 
I'or  what  ambitious  fools  are  more  to  blame, 
Than  those  who  tlumder  in  the  critic's  name? 
Good  authors  damn'd  have  their  revenge  in  this. 
To  see  what  wretches  gain  the  praise  they  miss. 

Balbutius,  muffled  in  his  sable  cloak, 
Like  an  old  druid  from  his  hollow  oak. 
As  ravens  solemn,  and  as  boding,  cries, 
'  Ten  thousand  worlds  for  the  three  unities  !' 
Ye  doctors  sage!  who  through  J'arnassus  teach. 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  practise  what  you  preach. 

One  judges  as  the  weather  dictates  ;  right 
The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night: 
Another  judges  by  a  surer  gage, 
An  author's  principles  or  parentage  : 
Since  his  great  ancestors  in  Flanders  fell. 
The  poem,  doubtless,  must  be  written  well. 
Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look; 
Anotlier  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book: 
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Sonie  judge,   tlieir  Knack  of  judging-  wrong  to 

keep ; 
Some  judge,  because  it  is  too  soon  to  sleep. 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  single  aim, 
To  gain  themselves,  not  give  the  writer,  tame  ; 
The  very  best  ambitiously  advise. 
Half  to  serve  you,  and  half  to  pass  for  wise. 

Critics  on  verso,  as  squibs  on  triumphs  wait, 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  state  : 
Hot,  envious,  noisy,  proud,  the  scribbling  fry 
Burn,  hiss,  and  bounce,  waste  paper,  stink,  and  die. 
Rail  on,  my  friends  !    what  more  my  verse  can 

crown 
Than  Compton's '  smile,  and  your  obliging  frown  ? 

Not  all  on  books  their  criticism  waste; 
The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 
And  oat  their  way  to  fame.   With  anxious  thought 
The  salmon  is  refused,  the  turbot  bought. 
Impatient  Art  rebukes  the  Sun's  delay, 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May: 
Thoir  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
The  business  of  thoir  lives,  that  is — to  dine! 
Half  of  tiieir  precious  day  they  give  the  feast; 
And  to  a  kind  digestion  spare  the  rest: 
Apicius,  here,  the  taster  of  the  town, 
Feeds  twice  a  week  to  settle  their  renown. 

These  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  with  care 
The  sacred  annals  of  their  bills  of  fare  ; 
In  those  choice  books  their  panegyrics  read. 
And  scorn  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  feed. 
If  man  by  feediiiij.  well  c;ouiMiences  groat, 
Much  more  the  worm  to  whom  that  man  is  meat. 

'   Sir  .S|iencer  C'ninpton. 
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To  glory  sonic  advance  a  lying  claim, 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame: 
Tlieir  front  snpplies  wiiat  tlieir  and)i(ion  lacks  ; 
They  kin»\v  a  llioiisand  lords  behind  their  backs, 
(.'ottil  is  apt  to  wink  npon  a  peer, 
^^  hen  tnrn'd  away,  witii  a  familiar  leer; 
And  Hervey's=  eyes,  unmercifully  keen, 
Have  mnrder'd  fops,  by  whom  she  ne'er  was  seen. 
Niger  adopts  stray  libels,  wisely  prone 
To  covet  siiame  still  greater  than  his  own. 
IJathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threescore, 
IJelies  his  iiniocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 
Absence  of  mind  Jirabantio  turns  to  fame, 
Learns  to  mistake,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name; 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  disorder  set, 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 
Thus  vain,  not  knowing  what  adorns  or  blots. 
Men  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  sots. 

As  love  of  pleasure  into  pain  betrays, 
So  most  grow  infamous  through  love  of  praise. 
But  whence  for  jjraise  can  such  an  ardour  rise, 
AVhen  those  who  bring  that  incense  we  despise? 
For  such  the  vanity  of  great  and  small. 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  all. 

Nor  can  e'en  Satire  blame  them ;  for  'tis  true, 
They  have  most  an^ple  cause  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  JJritain  !  doubtless  tiiou  wast  meant 
A  nurse  of  fools  to  stock  the  continent. 
Though  l*ii(cbus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow, 
Hank  folly  underneath  the  scythe  will  grow  : 
The  plenteous  harvest  calls  me  forward  still, 
Till  1  surpass  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 

*  Lady  Ilervej. 
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A  Welsh  descent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn; 
Or,  longer  still,  a  Dutchman's  epigram. 
Allien,  cloy'd,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen, 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 

See  Tityrus,  with  merriment  possess'd, 
Is  burst  with  laughter  ere  he  hears  the  jest : 
What  need  he  stay?  lor  when  the  joke  is  o'er. 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before. 
Is  there  of  these,  ye  fair  !  so  great  a  dearth. 
That  you  need  purchase  monkeys  for  your  mirth? 

Some,  vain  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire; 
Of  houses  some  ;  nay,  houses  that  they  hire  : 
Some  (perfect  wisdom  !)  of  a  beauteous  wife. 
And  boast,  like  Cordeliers,  a  scourge  for  life. 

Sometimes  through  pride,  the  sexes  change  their 
My  lord  has  vajjours,  and  my  lady  swears  ;  [airs; 
Then,  (stranger  still!)  on  turning  of  the  wind, 
My  lord  wears  breeches,  and  my  lady's  kind. 

To  show  the  strength  and  infamy  of  pride, 
By  all  'tis  follow'd,  and  by  all  denied. 
AVhat  numbers  are  there  which  at  once  pursue 
I'raisc,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it  too! 
Viucenna  knows  self-|)rais(;  betrays  to  shame, 
And  therefore  lays  a  stratagem  for  fame; 
Makes  his  approach  in  Modesty's  disguise. 
To  win  ajjplause,  and  takes  it  by  surprise. 
'  To  err,  (says  he)  in  small  things,  is  my  fate.' 
You  know  ycjur  answer,  '  Il(;'s  exact  in  great.' 
'  .My  style  (says  he)  is  rude,  and  full  of  faults,' — 
'  JJut,  oh!  what  sense  !  what  energy  of  thoughts!' 
That  'he  wants  algfbra  Ik;  must  ct^nfcss ;  — 
IJut  not  a  soul  to  give  our  arms  success.' 
(Ah  !  that's  a  hit  indeed.)     Vinccnna  cries  ; 
'  IJut  who  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wise] 
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I  own 'twas  wroiic  when  tliousands  cali'd  me  back, 
To  make  that  liopolcss,  ill-advised,  attack ; 
All  say  'twas  madness,  nor  dare  I  deny: 
Sure  never  tool  so  well  deserved  to  die.' 
Could  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  free. 
It  ne'er,  \  incenna !  could  deceive  in  thee; 
Whose  conduct  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue, 
So  clear,  the  dullest  cannot  take  thee  wrong: 
Thou  on  one  sleeve  wilt  thy  revenue  wear. 
And  haunt  the  court,  without  a  prospect  there. 
Are  these  expedients  for  renown  (  confess 
Thv  little  self,  that  1  may  scorn  thee  less. 

Bo  wise,  Vincenna,  and  the  court  forsake  ; 
Our  fortunes  there  nor  thou,  nor  I,  shall  make. 
E'en  men  of  merit,  ere  their  point  they  gain, 
In  hardy  service  make  a  long  campaign  ; 
Most  manfully  besiege  their  patron's  gate. 
And  oft  repulsed,  as  oft  attack  the  great 
"With  painful  art,  and  application  warm, 
And  take,  at  last,  some  little  place  by  storm ; 
Enough  to  keep  two  shoes  on  Sunday  clean, 
And  starve  upon  discreetly  in  Sheer  Lane. 
Already  this  thy  fortune  can  att'ord. 
Then  starve  without  the  favour  of  my  lord. 
'Tis  true  great  fortunes  some  great  men  confer. 
But  often,  e'en  in  doing  right,  they  err: 
From  caprice,  not  from  choice,  their  favours  come ; 
They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom  : 
The  man  that's  nearest,  yawning,  they  advance; 
'Tis  iidiumanity  to  bless  by  chance. 
If  Merit  sues,  and  Greatness  is  so  loath 
To  break  its  downy  trance,  1  pity  both. 

I  grant  at  court  l*hilander,  at  his  need, 
(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife)  finds  friends  indeed : 
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Of  every  cliarm  and  virtue  she's  possess'J : 
Philander !  thou  art  exquisitely  b!ess\l ; 
The  pubHc  envy !   Now,  then,  'tis  aiiow'd 
The  man  is  found  who  may  be  justly  proud: 
But,  see!  how  sickly  is  Ambition's  taste! 
Ambition  feeds  on  trash,  and  loathes  a  feast ; 
For,  lo  !   Philander,  of  reproach  afraid. 
In  secret  loves  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  sell  reputation,  others  buy. 
And  love  a  market  where  the  rates  run  high. 
Italian  music  s  sweet,  because  'tis  dear ; 
Their  vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear  : 
Their  tastes  would  lessen  if  the  prices  fell, 
And   Shakspeare's  wretched  stuff  do   quite   as 

well : 
Away  the  disenchanted  fair  would  throns:, 
And  own  that  English  is  their  mother-tongue. 

To  show  how  much  our  northern  tastes  refine, 
Imported  nymphs  our  peeresses  outshine: 
Awhile  tradesmen  starve,  these  Philomels  are  gay; 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  give  than  pay. 

Behold  the  masquerade's  fantastic  scene  ! 
The  legislature Joiu'd  with  Drury  Lane;! 
When  Britain  culls,  the' embroitler'd  patriots  run. 
And  serve  their  country — if  the  dance  is  done. 

'  Are  we  not  then  aiiow'd  to  be  jjolite  ?' — 
Yes,  doubtless  ;   but  lirst  set  your  notions  right. 
"Worth  of  politeness  is  the  needful  groimd  ; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found. 
Triflers  not  e'en  in  trilles  can  excel  ; 
Tis  solid  bodies  only  polish  well. 

Great,  chosen  propliet !  for  these  latter  days, 
To  turn  a  willinir  w(jrld  Irom  righteous  ways! 

o  2 
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^yv]\,  ITei(lco•gcr^  dost  thou  thy  master  serve  ; 

AVt'll  hfts  he  seen  his  servant  should  not  starve : 

Thou  to  his  n;une  hast  splendid  temples  raised, 

III  various  forms  of  worshij)  seen  him  praised  ; 

(Jauily  devotion,  hkc  a  itoman,  sliown. 

And  sung  sweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  unknown. 

Inferior  ottbrings  to  thy  god  of  Vice 

Are  didy  paid,  in  fiddles,  cards,  and  dice; 

Thy  sacrifice  supreme,  an  hundred  maids ; 

That  solemn  rite  of  midnight  masquerades ! 

If  maids  th.e  ((uite  exhausted  town  denies, 

An  hundicd  head  of  cuckolds  may  suffice. 

Thou  smilcst,  well  pleased  with  the  converted  land. 

To  see  the  fifty  churches^  at  a  stand. 
And  tiiat  thy  minister  may  never  fail, 

But  w  hat  thy  hand  has  planted  still  prevail. 

Of  minor  prophets,  a  succession  sure, 

The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  secure. 

See  Commons,  Peers,  and  Ministers  of  State, 

In  solemn  council  met,  and  deep  debate ! 
What  godlike  enterprise  is  taking  birth? 
"What  wonder  oj)ens  on  the'  expecting  earth? 

'Tis  done  !  with  loud  applause  the  council  rings  ! 
Fix'd  is  the  fate  of  whores  and  fiddlestrings ! 
Though  bold  these  truths,  thou.   Muse!  with 
truths  like  these 
Wilt  none  otVend  whom  'tis  a  praise  to  please  : 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flatter'd,  thou. 
Like  just  tribunals,  bend  an  awful  brow. 

■*  Director  of  the  masquerades. 

*  Fifty  new  clmrches,  in  and  about  London  and  Westmin- 
ster, were  voted  \>y  the  House  of  Commons  to  be  Ijuilt  in  1711, 
on  a  recommendation  from  Queen  Anne. 
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How  terrible  it  were  to  common  sense 
To  write  a  satire  which  gave  none  otience ! 
And  since  from  life  I  take  the  draughts  you  see, 
If  men  dislike  them,  do  they  censure  me  ? 
The  fool  and  knave  'tis  glorious  to  offend, 
And  godlike  an  attempt  the  world  to  mend ; 
The  world,  where  lucky  dnows  to  blockheads  fall, 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  honest  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  real  worth  to  gain  its  price  ! 
A  man  shall  make  his  fortune  in  a  trice. 
If  bless'd  with  pliant,  though  but  slender  sense, 
Feign'd  modesty,  and  real  impudence, 
A  supple  knee,  smooth  tongue,  an  easy  grace, 
A  curse  within,  a  smile  upon  his  face. 
A  beauteous  sister,  or  convenient  wife. 
Are  prizes  in  the  lottery  of  life  ; 
(itnius  and  virtue  they  will  soon  defeat, 
And  lodge  you  in  the  bosom  of  the  great. 
To  merit  is  but  to  provide  a  pain. 
From  men's  refusing  what  you  ought  to  gain. 

May,  Dodington  !  this  maxim  fail  in  you, 
"Whom  my  presaging  thoughts  already  view 
liy  Walpolc's  conduct  tired,  and  friendship  graced, 
Still  higlier  in  your  princes  favour  placed. 
And  lending,  here,  those  awful  councils  aid, 
>\  Inch  you,  abroad,  with  such  success  obey'd; 
Bear  this  from  one  who  holds  your  friendship  dear; 
What  most  we  wish,  with  ease  we  fancy  near. 
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SATllli:  IV. 

t^o  {\)e  Bigljt  T]on.  Sir  Spencer  CTomplon". 

Round  some  fair  tree  tlie'  ambilioiis  woodbine 

grows, 
A  ndbreatlies  her  sweets  on  llie  supportingboughs : 
So  sweet  the  verse,  the'  ambitious  verse,  should  be, 
(O  I  pardon  mine)  that  hopes  support  from  thee  ; 
Tiiec,  Compton  !  born  o'er  senates  to  preside. 
Their  dignity  lo  raise,  tiieir  councils  guide ; 
Deep  to  (hscern,  and  widely  to  survey, 
And  kingdoms'  fates,  without  ambition,  weigh; 
Of  distant  virtuis  nice  extremes  to  blend, 
The  crown's  assertor,  and  the  people's  friend: 
Nor  dost  thou  scorn,  amid  sublimer  views, 
To  listen  to  the  labours  of  the  Muse  ; 
Thy  smiles  protect  her,  while  thy  talents  fire, 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  inspire. 

Vex'd  al  a  public  fame,  so  justly  won. 
The  jealous  (Miremes  is  with  spleen  undone; 
Chremes,  for  airy  pensions  of  renown. 
Devotes  his  service  to  the  state  and  crown : 
All  schemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  all  improves ; 
Though  Britain's  thankless,  still  this  patriot  loves: 
JJut  patriots  differ;  some  may  shed  their  blood, 
lie  drinks  his  cotlee,  i'or  the  public  good  ; 
Consults  the  sacred  steam,  and  there  foresees 
AV  hat  storms  or  sunshine  Providence  decrees; 
Knows  for  (;ach  day  the  weather  of  our  fate: 
A  quidnunc  is  an  almanack  of  state. 

'  Speaker  of  tlie  House  of  Cdmiiiioiis  ;  afterwards  created 
A  iscount  Pevensej,  and  Lurl  of  Wilmington. 


S.  IV.  LOVE  OF  FAME.  157 

You  smile  aiul  think  this  statesman  void  of  use ; 
"Why  may  not  time  his  secret  worth  produce? 
Since  apes  can  roast  the  choice  Castanian  nut ; 
Since  steeds  of  genius  are  expert  at  pnt ; 
Since  half  tlie  senate  Not  Content  can  say, 
Geese  nations  save,  and  puppies  plots  betray. 

^Vhat  makes  him   model  realms  and  counsel 
kings  ? — 
^n  incapacity  for  smaller  things. 
Poor  Chremes  can't  conduct  his  own  estate, 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fate. 

Gehenno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  skill, 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  still  : 
To  raise  a  name,  the'  ambitious  boy  has  got 
At  once,  a  JBible  and  a  should' rknot: 
Deep  in  the  secret,  he  looks  through  the  whole. 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that  saves  his  soul : 
To  talk  with  reverence  you  must  take  good  heed. 
Nor  shock  his  tender  reason  with  the  creed: 
Jlowe'er  well-bred,  in  public  he  complies, 
Obliginir  friends  alone  with  blasphemies. 

Peerage  is  pois(»i  ;  good  estates  are  bad 
For  this  disease  ;  poor  rogues  run  seldom  mad, 
IJave  not  attainders  brouglit  unhoped  relief. 
And  fulling  stocks  quite  cured  an  unbelief? 
"While  the  Sun  shines,  Uluiit  talks  with  wondrous 

force ; 
But  thunder  mars  small  be(  r  and  weak  discourse: 
Such  useful  instrunK  Ills  the  weather  show, 
.Just  as  their  mcreury  is  hiuh  or  low: 
Jlealth  chielly  keeps  an  atheist  in  the  dark, 
A  fever  argues  l)etter  than  a  ('larke  : 
Let  but  the  logic  in  his  pulse  ch  eay, 
The  Grecian  he'll  renounce,  and  learn  to  pray; 
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While  Collins^  mourns,  vith  an  unfeigned  zeal. 
The'  apostate  youth  who  icason'd  once  so  well. 
Collins,  who  makes  so  merry  with  the  creed, 
JHc  almost  thinks  he  disbelieves  indeed  ; 
]Jut  only  thinks  so:   to  give  hoth  their  due, 
Satan  and  he  believe  and  trcmbh;  too. 
Of  some  for  glory  such  the  boundless  rage. 
That  they're  the  blackest  scandal  of  their  age. 

Narcissus  the  Tartarian  club  disclaims; 
Nay,  a  freemason  with  some  terror  names  ; 
Omits  no  duty;    nor  can  Envy  say 
lie  miss'd,  these  many  years,  the  church  or  play  : 
He  makes  no  noise  in  parliament,  'tis  true, 
But  pays  his  debts,  and  visit,  when  'tis  due ; 
His  character  and  gloves  are  ever  clean. 
And  then  he  can  outbow  the  bowing  Dean  : 
A  smile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears, 
AVhich  ecpially  the  wise  and  worthless  shares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  most  undaunted  chief. 
Patient  of  idleness  beyond  belief. 
Most  charitably  lends  the  town  his  face. 
For  ornament  in  every  public  place: 
As  sure  as  cards  he  to  the'  assembly  comes. 
And  is  the  furniture  of  drawingrooms  : 
"When  ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free. 
And,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not — to  make  three. 
Narcissus  is  the  glory  of  his  race. 
For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace? 
To  deck  my  list  by  Nature  were  design'd 
Such  shining  expletives  of  humankind,        [along, 
Who  want,  while  through  blank  life  they  dream 
Sense  to  be  right,  and  passion  to  be  wrong. 

=*  Anlhoiiy  Collins,  founder  of  the  sect  of  Freethinkers. 
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To  counterpoise  this  hero  of  the  mode. 
Some  for  renown  are  singular  and  odd  ; 
What  other  men  disHke  is  sure  to  please. 
Of  all  mankind,  these  dear  antipodes  : 
Through  piide,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  still, 
And  birthdays  are  their  days  of  dressing  ill. 
Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  Voe  a  sage, 
Sedley  will  fright  you,  Etherege  engage  : 
By  Nature  streams  run  backward,  flame  descends. 
Stones  mount,  and  Sussex  is  the  worst  of  friends. 
Thev  take  their  rest  by  day,  and  wake  by  night. 
And  blush  if  you  surprise  them  in  the  right; 
If  they  by  chance  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  swan  is  white,  or  Queensberry^  is  fair. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  ill  fashion,  but  a  fool  that's  out ; 
His  passion  for  absurdity's  so  strong. 
He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong. 
Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply  :  more  sense  is 

shown 
In  wearing  others'  follies  tlian  your  own. 
If  what  is  out  of  fashion  most  you  prize, 
IVIethinks  you  should  endeavour  to  be  wise. 
But  what  in  oddness  can  be  more  sublime 
Than  Sloane"*,  the  foremost  toyman  of  his  time? 
His  nice  and)ition  lies  in  curious  fancies. 
His  daughter's  portion  a  rich  shell  enhances. 
And  Ashmoh^'s  bal)y-house^  is,  in  his  view, 
Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  rich  l*eru! 
How  his  (yes  lanmush  !    how  his  thoughts  adore 
That  painted  coat  wiiieli  .loseph  never  wore  ! 

'  Tlie  DudiesK  nf  yiioensbtrr)',  a  ccl»;l)rnte(l  lon.st. 

*  Sir  Hntis  Sloane,  whose  rollcrtions  eiiricli  our  Museum. 

*  The  AshiDulenn  Mum-uni  iit  Oxfurd. 
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Ilo  allows,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin 
That  touch'd  the  nirt"  that  touch'cl  Queen  Bess's 
chin. 

'  Since  that  great  deartli  our  chronicles  deplore. 
Since  the  great  plague  that  swept  as  many  more, 
AVas  ever  year  unhless'd  as  this  ?  (he'll  cry) 
It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butterfly!' 
In  times  that  sutler  such  learn'd  men  as  these, 
Unhappy  .Jersey!  how  came  you  to  please? 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  are  Lico's  game, 
But  in  etl'ect  his  chase  is  much  the  same  : 
Warm  in  pursuit,  he  levees  all  the  great, 
Stanch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  estate  : 
Where'er  their  lordships  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or  their  shadows,  lag  behind  ; 
He  sets  them  sure  where'er  their  lordships  run, 
Close  at  their  elbows,  as  a  morning  dun  ; 
As  if  their  grandeur  by  contagion  wrought, 
And  Fame  was,  like  a  fever,  to  be  caught: 
But  after  seven  years'  dance  from  place  to  place, 
The  Dane*^  is  more  familiar  with  his  (J race. 

Who'd  be  a  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer. 
Or  living  pendant  dangling  at  his  ear. 
For  ever  whispering  secrets,  which  were  blown 
For  months  before,  by  trumpets,  through  the  town? 
Who'd  be  a  glass,  with  flattering  grimace. 
Still  to  reflect  the  temper  of  his  face? 
Or  happy  pin  to  stick  upon  his  sleeve, 
When  my  lord's  gracious,  and  vouchsafes  it  leave? 
Or  cushion,  when  his  heaviness  shall  please 
To  loll  or  thump  it,  for  his  better  ease? 
Or  a  vile  I)utt,  for  noon  or  night  bespoke, 
When  the  peer  rasiily  swears  he'll  club  his  joke? 
•  A  Danish  dog  belonging  to  tlie  Duke  of  Ar^^ie. 
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^Vho'd  shake  with  laughter,though  he  coultl  not  lind 
His  lordrihip's  jest ;  or,  it  his  nose  broke  wind. 
For  blessings  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow. 
That  can  cry  chimney-sweep,  or  drive  a  plough  ? 
^Vith  terms  like  these  how  mean  the  tribe  that  close ! 
Scarce  meaner  they  who  terms  like  these  impose. 

But  what's  the  tribe  most  likely  to  comply? 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors  lie ; 
The  writing  tribe,  who,  shameless  auctions  hold 
Of  praise,  by  inch  of  candle  to  be  sold ; 
All  men  they  flatter,  but  themselves  the  most, 
^^  ith  deathless  fame  their  everlasting  boast: 
For  Fame  no  cully  makes  so  much  her  jest. 
As  her  old  constant  spark,  the  bard  profess'd. 
Boyle'  shines  in  council,  Mordaunt^  in  the  tight, 
Pelham's^  magniticent,  but  I  can  write  ; 
And  what  to  my  great  soul  like  glory  dear? 
Till  some  god  whispers  in  his  tingling  ear. 
That  fame's  unwholesome  taken  without  meat. 
And  life  is  best  sustain'd  by  what  is  eat : 
(irown  lean  and  wise,  he  curses  what  he  writ. 
And  wishes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  wit. 

Ah!   what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner's  lost. 
That  his  triumphant  name  adorns  a  post? 
C)r  that  his  shining  page  (provoking  fate) 
Defends  surloins,  which  sons  of  Dulness  eat? 

\\  hat  foe  to  verse  without  compassion  hears, 
M  hat  cruel  prose-man  can  refrain  from  tears, 
M'hen  the  poor  jNIuse,  for  less  than  half  a  crown, 
A  prostitute  on  every  bulk  in  town, 
A\  ith  other  wliort  s  undone,  (li(jiigli  not  in  print, 
Clubs  credit  for  (icneva  in  the  Mint^ 

^  Earl  of  Orrery.  "   ivirl  of  Peterborough. 

'■*   Duke  of  Newcastle. 
40.  P 
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Ye  bards !  wliy  will  yoii  sing,  thouoh  uninspired  ? 
Ye  bards!  why  will  you  starve,  to  be  aibiiired? 
Dcfiuict  by  l*li»-bus'  laws,  beyond  redress, 
\\  liy  will  your  spcetres  haunt  the  frighted  press? 
liad  luetie,  that  excrescence  of  the  head. 
Like  hair,  will  s[)rout  although  the  jioet's  dead. 

All  other  trades  demand,  verse-makers  beg: 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg  ; 
A  barren  Labeo,  the  true  mumper's  fashion, 
Exposes  borrow'd  brats  to  move  compassion. 
Though  such  myself,  vile  bards  1  discominend  ; 
Nay  more,  though  gentle  Damon  is  my  friend. 
*  Is't  then  a  crime  to  write  V — If  talent  rare 
Proclaim  the  god,  the  crime  is  to  forbear : 
For  some,  though  few,  there  are,  large-minded  men, 
AVho  watch  unseen  the  labours  of  the  pen  ; 
Who  know  the  Muse's  worth,  and  therefore  court. 
Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bounty  her  support; 
"Who  serve,  unask'd,  the  least  pretence  to  wit. 
My  sole  excuse,  alas  !  for  having  writ. 
Argyle  true  wit  is  studious  to  restore, 
And  Dorset  smiles,  if  Phoebus  smiled  before; 
Pembroke  in  years  the  long-loved  arts  admires. 
And  Henrietta'"  like  a  Muse  inspires. 

But,  ah !  not  inspiration  can  obtain 
That  fame  which  poets  languish  for  in  vain. 
How  mad  their  aim,  who  thirst  for  glory,  strive 
To  grasp,  what  no  man  can  possess  alive  ! 
Fame  's  a  reversion,  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  late  reversion  !)  at  their  own  decease  : 
This  truth  sagacious  Lintot  knows  so  well. 
He  starves  his  authors  that  their  works  may  sell. 

'"  Lady  Henrietta  Cavendish  Holies  Harley. 
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That  fame  is  wealth,  fantastic  poets  cry  ; 
That  wealth  is  fame,  another  clan  reply. 
Who  know  no  guilt,  no  scandal,  but  in  rags. 
And  swell  in  just  proportion  to  their  hags. 
Nor  only  the  low  born,  deform'd  and  old. 
Think  glory  nothing  but  the  beams  of  gold : 
The  first  young  lord  which  in  the  Mall  you  meet. 
Shall  match  the  veriest  hunks  in  Lombard  Street, 
From  rescued  candles'  ends  who  raised  a  sum. 
And  starves  to  join  a  penny  to  a  plum. 
A  beardless  miser !  'tis  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  scandal  all  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers  the  true  modern  band 
"Will  mortgage  Colia,  to  redeem  their  land. 
For  love  young,  noble,  rich  Castalio  dies ; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  swells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fund  fears  lay  down, 
No  rival  can  prevail, — but  half  a  crown. 
He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  convey'd. 
Not  for  the  poor  he  has  relieved,  but  made : 
Not  such  ambition  his  great  fathers  fired, 
"When  Harry  corujuer'd,  and  half  I- ranee  expired: 
He'd  be  a  slave,  a  i>imp,  a  dog,  for  gain  ; 
Nay,  a  dull  slientf  for  his  golden  chain. 

'  NMio'd  be  a  slave?'  the  gallant  colonel  cries, 
U'hile  love  of  glory  sparkles  from  his  eyes: 
To  deathless  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right, — 
Just  is  his  title,— for  he  \\ill  not  fight. 
All  soldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  grace, 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty,— by  their  place  : 
IJut  when,  induLnnji  on  the  last  campaign. 
His  lofty  terms  clinil)  o'er  the  hills  of  slain, 
He  gives  the  foes  lie  slew,  at  each  vain  word, 
A  sweet  revenge,  and  half  absolves  his  sword, 
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Of  hoastinc,-  more  tlian  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
A  soldier  should  hv.  modest  as  a  maid. 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  reserved  eujoy  ; 
Who  strive  to  <;ras|)  it,  as  they  touch,  destroy : 
'Tis  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  iiigh  degree, 
But  if  you  pay  yourself,  the  world  is  free. 

Were  there  no  tongue  to  speak  them  but  his  own, 
Augustus'"  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  known  ; 
Augustus'  deeds,  if  that  ambiguous  name 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  misguides  his  aim. 
Such  is  the  prince's  worth  of  whom  I  speak. 
The  Roman  would  not  blush  at  the  mistake. 


SATIRE   V. 

ON  WOMEN, 


O  fairest  of  creation  !   last  and  best 
Of  all  God's  works  !   creature  in  wboin  excell'd 
Wliatever  can  to  sight  or  thought  be  form'd 
Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet ! 
How  art  thou  lost  ! MiLTON. 


Nor  reigns  ambition  in  bold  man  alone ; 
Soft  female  hearts  the  rude  invader  own  : 
But  there,  indeed,  it  deals  in  nicer  things 
Than  routing  armies  and  dethroning  kings. 
Attend,  and  you  discern  it  in  the  fair, 
Conduct  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair, 
Or  roll  the  lucid  orbit  of  an  eye, 
Or  in  full  joy  elaborate  a  sigh. 

"  Applied  to  George  the  First. 
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The  sex  we  honoui, though  theirfaultswe blame, 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  lor  such  a  tiuittul  theme  : 
A  theme,  fair  **  ■  *  !  doubly  kiud  to  me. 
Since  satirizing  those  is  praising  thee ; 
Who  wouklst  not  bear,  too  modestly  refined, 
A  panegyric  of  a  grosser  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair  than  nice. 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lose  their  price  ; 
'^^'orn  in  the  public  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
To  throngs,  and  tarnish  to  the  sated  sight: 
As  unreserved  and  beauteous  as  the  Sun, 
Through  every  sign  of  vanity  they  run ; 
Assemblies,  parks,  coarse  feasts  in  city  halls. 
Lectures  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  balls  ; 
"Wells,  bedlams,  executions,  Smithiield  scenes. 
And  fortunetellers'  caves  and  lions'  dens  ; 
Taverns,  exchanges,  bridewells,  drawing-rooms, 
Instalments,  pillories,  coronations,  tombs. 
Tumblers  and  funerals,  pui)|)etshows,  reviews, 
Sales,  races,  rabbits,  (and,  still  stranger!)  pews. 

Clarinda's  bosom  burns,  but  burns  for  fame, 
And  love  lies  van([uish"(l  in  a  nobler  flame; 
Warm  gleams  of  hope  she  now  dispenses;  then, 
Like  April  suns,  dives  into  clouds  again  : 
MhU  all  her  lustre  now  her  lover  warms. 
Then,  out  of  ostentation,  hides  her  charms. 
'Tis  next  her  pleasure;  sweetly  to  complain. 
And  to  be  taken  with  a  sudden  pain  ; 
Then  she  starts  up,  all  ecstasy  and  bliss, 
And  is,  sweet  soul !  just  as  sincere  in  this  : 
()  how  she  rolls  h.r  charming  eyes,  in  spite  ! 
And  looks  delightfully,  wilh  all  her  might ! 
]{ut,  like  our  heroes,  much  mor*;  brave  than  wise. 
She  conquers  for  the  triunii»li,  not  the  prize. 

1-  '1 
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Zaia  resembles  Etna  crown'd  with  snows, 
"\Vithont  she  tVoe/es,  and  within  she  {jlows  : 
Twice  ere  tlic  Sun  (hscoiids,  with  zeal  inspired, 
From  the-vain  converse  of  the  world  retired, 
She  reads  tlie  psalms  and  chapters  tor  the  day. 

In Cleopatra,  or  tlie  last  new  play. 

Thus  gloomy  Zara,  with  a  solemn  grace, 
Deceives  mankind,  and  hides  behind  her  face. 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  renown  is  she 
"Who,  through  good  breeding,  is  ill  company  ; 
AA'hose  manners  will  not  let  her  lariim  cease, 
'\A'ho  thinks  you  are  unhappy  when  at  peace  ; 
To  find  you  news  who  racks  her  subtle  head, 
And  vows — that  her  great-grandfather  is  dead. 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear, 
But  'tis  a  task  indeed  to  learn — to  hear  : 
In  that  the  skill  of  conversation  lies  ; 
That  shows,  or  makes,  you  both  polite  and  wise. 

Xantippe  cries,  *  Let  nymphs  who  noughtcan  say 
Be  lost  in  silence,  and  resign  the  day  ; 
And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confess 
By  tame  behaviour,  and  a  soft  address.' 
Through  virtue,  she  refuses  to  comply 
"With  all  the  dictates  of  humanity  ; 
Through  wisdom,  she  refuses  to  submit 
To  \A'isdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  wit; 
Then,  her  unblemishM  honour  to  maintain. 
Rejects  her  husband's  kindness  with  disdain  : 
But  if,  by  chance,  an  ill-adapted  word 
Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lord. 
Her  darling  china,  in  a  whirlwind  sent, 
Just  intimates  the  lady's  discontent. 
Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekest  dame. 
But  keen  Xantippe,  scorning  borrow'd  flame, 
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Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 

O'er  cooling  gruel,  and  composing  tea; 

Nor  rests  by  night,  but  more  sincere  than  nice, 

She  shakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice  : 

Doubly,  like  echo,  sound  is  her  delight. 

And  the  last  word  is  her  eternal  right. 

Is  't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rise 

To  lash  our  crimes, — but  must  our  wives  be  wise? 

P'amine,  plague,  war,  and  an  unnumbered  throng 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong. 
What  black,  what  ceaseless  cares  besiege  our  state! 
^A'hat  strokes  we  feel  from  Fancy  and  from  Fate  ! 
If  Fate  forbears  us,  Fancy  strikes  the  blow; 
AVe  make  misfortune  ;  suicides  in  woe. 
Superfluous  aid  !  unnecessary  skill ! 
Is  Xature  backward  to  torment  or  kill? 
How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  th(>  midnight  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  Death!)  with  solemn  knell. 
On  Folly's  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,       [home! 
Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  from 
Men  drop  so  fast,  ere  life's  mid  stage  we  tread. 
Few  know  so  many  friends  alive  as  dead; 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chase 
AVe  press  coy  Fortune  with  unslacken'd  pace; 
Our  ardent  labours,  for  the  toys  we  seek, 
.loin  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week: 
Our  very  jf)ys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
Between  satiety  and  tierce  desire. 
Now  what  reward  for  ail  this  grief  and  toil  ? 
But  one ;  a  female  friend's  endearing  smile  ; 
A  tender  sraile,  our  sorrows'  only  balm. 
And  in  life's  tempest  the  sad  sailor's  calm. 

How  have  I  seen  a  gentit;  nymph  draw  nigh, 
Peace  in  her  air,  persuasion  in  her  eye ; 
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A  ictorious  ttni(lernes3  !  it  all  o'ercamc, 
llushiuuls  look'il  mild,  and  savages  grew  tame. 

The  silvan  race  our  active  nymphs  pursue, 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view  : 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete  ; 
There  Master  IJetty  leaps  a  live-barr'd  gate; 
While  fair  Miss  Charles  to  toilets  is  confined, 
]Nor  rashly  tem|)ts  the  l)arl)arons  sun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  aifect  a  more  heroic  breed, 
And  vault  from  hunters  to  the  managed  steed  ; 
Command  his  prancings  with  a  martial  air, 
And  Tobert'  has  the  forming  of  the  fair. 

More  than  one  steed  must  Delia's  empire  feel, 
"Who  sits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  wheel. 
And  as  she  guides  it  through  the'  admiring  throng. 
With  what  an  air  she  smacks  the  silken  thong ! 
Graceful  as  John,  she  moderates  the  reins, 
And  whistles  sweet  her  diuretic  strains: 
Sesostris-like,  such  charioteers  as  these 
May  drive  six  harness'd  monarchs  if  they  please: 
They  drive,  row,  run,  with  love  of  glory  sniit. 
Leap,  swim,  shoot  flying,  and  pronounce  on  wit. 

O'er  the  belles-lettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns  ; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains  : 
With  legs  toss'd  high,  on  her  sophee  she  sits. 
Vouchsafing  audience  to  contending  wits : 
Of  each  performance  she's  the  final  test; 
One  act  read  o'er,  she  prophesies  the  rest; 
And  then,  pronouncing  with  decisive  air, 
TuUy  convinces  all  the  town — she's  fair, 
llacl  lovely  Daphne  Hecatessa's  face, 
How  would  her  elegance  of  taste  decrease  I 

'  A  celebrated  riding-master. 
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Some  ladies' judgment  in  their  features  lies, 
And  all  their  genius  sparkles  from  their  eyes. 

'  But  hold,  (she  cries)  lampooner!  have  a  care  ; 
Must  I  want  common  sense  because  I'm  fair?' 
O  no  :  see  Stella ;  her  eyes  shine  as  bright 
As  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  iire! 
She  seems  inspired,  and  can  herself  inspire: 
How  then  (if  malice  ruled  not  all  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  publish,  and  could  she  forbear? 
AVe  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to  sense, 
Nor  is't  a  sanction  for  impertinence. 

Sempronia  liked  her  man,  and  well  she  might; 
The  youth  in  person  and  in  parts  was  bright : 
Possess'd  of  every  virtue,  grace,  and  art. 
That  claims  just  empire  o'er  the  female  heart: 
lie  met  her  passion,  all  her  sighs  return'd. 
And  in  full  rage  of  youthful  ardour  burn'd : 
Large  his  possessions,  and  beyond  her  own, 
Their  bliss  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town : 
The  day  was  fix'd,  when,  with  one  acre  more, 
In  stepp'd  deform'd,  debauch'd,  diseased  Three- 
score ! 
The  fatal  setjuel  J,  llnough  shame,  forbear: 
Of  pride  and  avarice  who  can  cure  the  fair? 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few; 
Those  few  wants  answer'd,  bring  sincere  delights, 
But  fools  create  themselves  new  appetites. 
Fancy  and  pride  seek  things  at  vast  expense, 
A\  liich  r(;lish  not  to  u  ason,  nor  to  sense. 
^\  hen  surfeit  or  wiitliaiiktnlmss  destroys. 
In  Nature's  narrow  sphere,  our  solid  joys, 
Jn  fancy's  airy  land  of  noise  and  show, 
Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleasures  grow. 
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Tiikc  cats  ill  air-i)iiiiips,  to  subsist  we  strive 
On  joys  too  thill  to  ktxp  the  soul  alive. 

Lemiia's  sick  ;  make;  haste;  the  doctor  call ; 
He  comes  :  but  whore  's  his  patient  ^  at  the  ball. 
The  doctor  stares  ;  her  woman  courtesies  low. 
And  cries,  '  My  lady,  sir,  is  always  so : 
Diversions  put  her  maladies  to  flight; 
True,  she  can't  stand,  but  she  can  dance  all  night: 
I've  known  my  lady  (tor  she  loves  a  tune) 
For  fevers  take  an  opera  in  June : 
And  though,  perhaps,  you'll  think  the  practice 

bokl, 
A  midnight  park  is  sovereign  for  a  cold  : 
With  cholics  breakfasts  of  green  fruit  agree, 
With  indigestions  su|)per  just  at  three.' 
'  A  strange  alteniative,  (replies  Sir  Hans') 
Must  women  have  a  doctor  or  a  dance? 
Though  sick  to  death,  abroad  they  safely  roam. 
But  droop  and  die  in  perfect  health,  at  home. 
For  want — but  not  of  health,  are  ladies  ill. 
And  tickets  cure  beyond  the  doctor's  bill.' 

Alas,  my  heart!  how  languishingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls  !   with  what  a  tender  air ! 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when 
O'er  darling  lines  fell  Cibber  waves  his  pen. 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  Veny'  chid? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  mask  forbid  ? 
Late  sitting  up  has  turn'd  her  roses  white. 
Why  went  she  not  to  bed  ?  '  Because  'twas  night.' 
Did  she  then  dance  or  play  ?  *  Nor  this  nor  that.' 
AVell,  night  soon  steals  away  in  pleasing  chat. 
*  No,  all  alone  her  prayers  she  rather  chose. 
Than  be  that  wretch  to  sleep  till  morning  rose.' 
-  .Sir  Hans  Sloane,  M.  D.  *  Her  l«apdog. 


S.  V.  LOVE  OF  FAME.  171 

Then  lady  Cynthia,  mistress  of  the  shade, 
Goes  with  the  fashionable  owls  to  bed: 
This  her  pride  covets,  this  her  health  denies  ; 
Her  soul  is  silly,  but  her  body's  wise. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive. 
And  triun)j)h  in  the  bloom  of  tifty-five. 
You,  in  the  morninir,  a  fair  nymph  invite. 
To  keep  her  word  a  brown  one  comes  at  night ; 
Next  day  she  shines  in  glossy  black,  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again : 
Like  a  dove's  neck  she  shifts  her  transient  charms. 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms. 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lass. 
Nor  tinds  that  one  but  in  her  looking-glass : 
Yet  Laura's  beautiful  to  such  excess. 
That  all  her  art  scarce  makes  her  please  us  less; 
To  deck  the  female  check  he  only  knows, 
AVho  paints  less  fair  the  lily  and  the  rose. 

How  gay  they  smile!    Such  blessings  Nature 
pours, 
O'erstock'd  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  stores : 
In  distant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  unseen. 
She  rears  her  flowers,  an(ls|)readshervelvetgreen: 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  lonely  desert  trace. 
And  waste  their  music  on  the  savage  race. 
Is  Nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  bliss? 
Repine  we  guiltless  in  a  world  like  this? 
Rut  our  lewd  tastes  her  lawful  charms  refuse, 
And  painted  Art's  depraved  allurements  choose. 
Such  I'ldvia's  passion  for  the  town  :   fresh  air 
(An  oihl  ctfect  I)  gives  vapours  to  the  fair; 
Gre(!n  lields,  an<l  shady  groves,  and  crystal  springs. 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  are  odious  things; 
Butsmoke,and  dust, and  noise,  and  crowds,  delight. 
And  to  be  prcss'd  to  deuUi  transports  her  quite. 
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■\Vljore  silver  liviiltts  i)lay  throiie,h  flowery  meads, 
Ami  wooill)iiies  p\v  their  sweets,  and  limes  their 

shades, 
Black  kennels'  absent  odours  she  regrets, 
And  stops  her  nose  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  stormy  lite  preferr'd  to  the  serene? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  scene? 
Retired,  we  tread  a  smooth  and  open  way. 
Through  briars  and  Ijrambles  in  the  world  we  stray; 
Stifl"op})osition,  and  perplex'd  debate, 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  and  stinging  hate, 
M'hich  choke  our  passage,  our  career  control. 
And  wound  tiie  firmest  temper  of  our  soul. 
O  sacred  Solitude  !  divine  retreat! 
Choice  of  the  prudent :  envy  of  the  great : 
By  thy  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  shade. 
We  court  fair  Wisdom,  tliat  celestial  maid  ; 
The  geimine  olVspring  of  her  loved  embrace, 
(Strangers  on  earth  !)  are  Innocence  and  Peace  : 
There  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  safe  ashore. 
We  smile  to  hear  the  distant  tempest  roar; 
There  bless'd  with  health,  with  business  unper- 
Tliis  life  we  relish,  and  insure  the  next :    [plex'd. 
There,  too,  the  Muses  sport :  these  numbers  free, 
Pierian  Eastbury  !   I  owe  to  thee. 

There  sport  the  Muses,  but  not  there  alone; 
Their  sacred  force  Amelia  feels  in  town. 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit; 
A  wit  herself,  Amelia  weds  a  wit : 
Both  wits;  though  miracles  are  said  to  cease, 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days !  they  lived  in 
With  the  fourth  Sun  a  warm  dispute  arose  [peace  ; 
On  Durfey's  poesy,  and  Bunyan's  prose : 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  force. 
And  the  fifth  morn  concluded  the  divorce. 
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Phoebe,  though  she  possesses  nothing  less, 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happiness  ; 
Laboriously  pursues  delusive  toys, 
Content  with  pains,  since  they're  reputed  joys. 
^Vith  what  well-acted  transport  will  she  say, 
*  Well,  sure  we  were  so  happy  yesterday! 
And  then  that  charming  party  tor  to-morrow!' 
Though  well  she  knows  "twill  languish  into  sorrow: 
But  she  dares  never  boast  the  present  hour ; 
So  gross  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  power : 
For  such  is  or  our  weakness  or  our  curse. 
Or  rather  such  our  crime,  which  still  is  worse. 
The  present  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  shun, 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  because  it  is  our  own. 

Pleasures  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoy  ; 
Pleasure,  like  quicksilver,  is  bright  and  coy; 
We  strive  to  srrasp  it  with  our  utmost  skill. 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  still: 
If  seized  at  last,  compute  your  mighty  gains; 
\>'hat  is  it  but  rank  poison  in  your  veins  ? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glass  au  angel  spies, 
Pride  whispers  in  her  ear  pernicious  lies ; 
Tells  her,  while  she  surveys  a  face  so  fine. 
There's  no  satiety  of  charms  divine: 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  changed  appears 
Her  temper,  and  she  melts  (sweet  soul!)  in  tears: 
She,  fond  and  young,  last  week  her  wish  enjoy'd. 
In  soft  amusement  all  the  night  employ 'd; 
The  morning  cauu;,  win  n  Strephon,  waking,  found 
(Surprising  sight!)  his  i)ridc  in  sorrow  drown'd  : 
'  \V  hat  miracle, (saysSlrcphoii)  makes  thee  weep^' 
'  Ah,  barbarous  man,  (she  cries)  how  could  you — 
sleep  }' 

40.  g 
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Men  love  a  mistress  as  they  love  a  feast ; 
How  iiiattt'ul  one  to  totieli,  and  one  to  taste? 
Yet  sure  tlicre  is  a  certain  time  of  day 
AVe  wisli  our  mistress  and  our  meat  away  : 
But  soon  the  sated  appetites  return, 
Again  our  stomachs  crave,  our  bosoms  burn  : 
Eternal  love  let  man,  then,  never  swear ! 
Let  women  never  triumph  nor  despair; 
Nor  praise  nor  blame,  too  much,  the  warm  or  chill : 
Hunger  and  love  are  foreign  to  the  will. 

There  is,  indeed,  a  passion  more  refined, 
Tor  those  few  nymphs  whose  charms  are  of  the 
But  not  of  that  unfashionable  set  [mind; 

Is  Phillis;  Phillis  and  her  Damon  met. 
Eternal  love  exactly  hits  her  taste  ; 
Phillis  demands  eternal  love  at  least. 
Embracing  Pliillis  with  soft  smiling  eyes, 
•  Eternal  love  I  vow,  (the  swain  replies) 
But  say,  my  all,  my  mistress,  and  my  friend ! 
"What  day  next  week  the'  eternity  shall  end?' 

Some  nymphs  prefer  astronomy  to  love. 
Elope  from  mortal  man,  and  range  above. 
The  fair  philosopher  to  Uowley^  Hies, 
Where,  in  a  box,  the  whole  creation  lies : 
She  sees  the  jilanets  in  their  turns  advance. 
And  scorns,  Poitier  !  tiiy  sublunary  dance  : 
Of  Desaguliers  she  bespeaks  fresh  air. 
And  Whiston  has  engagements  with  the  fair. 
A^'hat  vain  experiments  Sophronia  tries! 
'Tis  not  in  air|)umps  the  gay  colonel  dies. 
But  though  to-day  this  rage  of  science  reigns, 
(O  fickle  sex !)  soon  end  her  learned  pains. 

■*  All  eminent  njatheinatical  instrument-maker. 
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Lo  !   pug  from  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got, 
Turns  out  the  stars,  and  Newton  is  a  sot. 

To  ****  turn ;  she  never  took  the  height 
Of  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right: 
She  strikes  each  point  \vith  native  force  of  mind, 
While  puzzled  learning  blunders  far  behind. 
Graceful  to  sight,  and  elegant  to  thought. 
The  great  are  vanquishd,  and  tlie  wise  are  taught. 
Her  breeding  finish'd,  and  her  temper  sweet, 
AA'hen  serious,  easy;  and  when  gay,  discreet; 
In  glittering  scenes,  o'er  her  own  heart  sincere. 
In  crowds  collected,  and  in  courts  severe ; 
Sincere  and  warm,  with  zeal  well  understood. 
She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good  ; 
Yet  not  superior  to  her  sex's  cares, 
The  mode  she  fixes  by  the  gown  she  wears ; 
Of  silks  and  china  she  's  tlie  last  appeal : 
In  these  great  points  she  leads  the  commonweal ; 
And  if  disputes  of  empire  rise  between 
Mechlin  the  (jueen  of  lace,  and  Colberteen, 
Tis  doubt!  'tis  darkness!  till  suspended  Fate 
Assumes  her  nod,  lo  close  the  grand  debate. 
When  such  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  express 
Their  emulation  only  in  tiieir  dress  ( 

Hut,  oh!  the  nyniplitliatmounts  above  the  skies. 
And,  y  I  at  is,  clears  religious  mysteries, 
Ilesolved  the  churchs  welfare  to  insure. 
And  make  her  family  a  sinecure  ; 
The  tlu.ine  divine  at  cards  she'll  not  forget, 
IJut  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  |)i(p)et; 
In  those  licentious  mtclings  acts  the  prude, 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  arc  good. 
\\  hat  angels  would  these  be,  who  thus  excel 
In  theologies,  could  they  sew  as  w  ell ! 
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Yet  why  slioiilil  not  the  fair  her  text  pursue? 
Tan  she  more  ihceiitly  the  doctor  woo  ^ 
Tis  liard,  too,  she  wlio  makes  no  use  but  chat 
Of  her  reliiiion,  should  be  barr'd  in  that. 
Isaac,  a  brother  of  the  canting  strain, 
When  he  has  knock'd  at  his  own  skull  in  vain, 
To  beauteous  iNlarcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,'  to  light  it  at  the  fair. 
O  how  his  j)ious  soul  exults  to  find 
Such  love  for  holy  men  in  womankind  ! 
CharmVl  w  i(h  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he 
Hangs  on  her  bloom,  like  an  industrious  bee ; 
Hums  round  about  her,  and  with  all  his  power 
Extracts  sweet  wisdom  from  so  fair  a  flower  ! 

The  young  and  gay  declining,  Appia  Hies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  wise  ; 
By  Nature  more  an  eagle  than  a  dove, 
She  impiously  prefers  the  world  to  love. 

Can  wealth  give  happiness?  look  round,  and  see 
What  gay  distress!   what  splendid  misery! 
Whatever  Tortune  lavishly  can  pour, 
The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more. 
Wealth  is  a  cheat;  believe  not  what  it  says  ; 
Like  any  lord  it  promises— and  pays. 
How  will  the  miser  startle  to  be  told 
Of  such  a  wonder  as  insolvent  gold  ! 
What  Nature  wants  has  an  intrinsic  weight, 
All  more  is  b\it  the  fashion  of  the  |)late. 
Which  for  one  moment  charms  the  tickle  view; 
It  charms  us  now,  anon  we  cast  a  new, 
To  some  fresh  birth  of  fancy  more  inclined  ; 
Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Mistaken  lovers,  who  make  worth  their  care, 
And  think  accomplishments  will  win  the  fair; 
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The  fair,  'tis  true,  by  genius  should  he  won, 
As  flowers  untoUl  their  beauties  to  the  Sun  : 
And  yet  in  feniah-  scales  a  fop  outweighs. 
And  wit  must  wear  the  willow  and  the  bays. 
Nought  shines  so  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  pertidy  : 
The  youth  of  tiro,  that  has  drunk  deep,  and  play'd, 
And  kill'd  his  man,  and  triumph'd  o'er  liis  maid, 
For  him,  as  yet  unhang'd,  she  sjireads  her  charms. 
Snatches  the  dear  destroyer  to  lier  arms. 
And  amply  gives  (though  treated  long  amiss) 
The  man  of  merit  his  revenge  in  this. 
If  you  resent,  and  wish  a  woman  ill ; 
But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  iier  will. 
The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  state, 
^A'ho  was  not  born  to  carry  her  own  weight; 
She  lolls,  reels,  staggers,  till  some  foreign  aiil 
To  her  own  stature  lifts  the  feeble  maid  ; 
Then,  if  ordain'd  to  so  severe  a  doom. 
She,  by  just  stages,  journeys  round  the  room  ; 
But,  knowing  her  own  weakness,  she  despairs 
To  scale  the  Alps — that  is,  ascend  the  stairs. 
'  My  fan  !'  let  others  say,  who  laugh  at  toil ; 
'  I'an!  hood!  glove!  scarf!'  is  her  laconic  style; 
And  that  is  spoke  with  such  a  <lying  fall. 
That  JJetty  rather  sees  than  hears  the  call ! 
The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye, 
Piece  out  the'  idea  her  faint  words  deny. 
O  listen  with  attention  most  profound! 
Her  voice  is  but  the  shadow  of  a  sound  ; 
And  lit  Ip!   oh,  help  !   her  spirits  are  so  dead, 
One  hand  scarce  lilts  the  r)llicr  to  her  head; 
If  there  a  stui)i)(irn  pin  it  lriuiu|)lis  o'l  r, 
She  pants!  she  sinks  away  !  and  is  no  more. 
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Let  the  robust,  and  the  gigantic,  carve, 
Life  is  not  worth  so  nmch  ;  she'd  rather  starve ; 
Jiut  chew  shv  uiiist  licrself:  ah,  cruel  fate! 
Tliat  Rosalinda  can't  by  proxy  eat. 
An  antidote  in  i'onialc  csiprice  hes 
(Kind  Heaven  !)  against  tlie  poison  of  their  eyes. 

Thalestris  triumphs  in  a  maidy  mien  ; 
Loud  is  her  acciMit,  and  lier  phrase  obscene. 
In  fair  and  open  deahng  where 's  the  shame? 
AVhat  \atur(>  dares  to  give,  she  dares  to  name. 
This  lionest  fellow  is  sincere  and  plain. 
And  justly  gives  the  jealous  husband  pain: 
(Vain  is  tlie  task  to  petticoats  assign'd, 
If  wanton  langu;ige  shows  a  naked  mind,) 
And  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  elocpience, 
An  oath  supplies  the  vacancies  of  sense. 
Hark!  the  shrill  notes  transpierce  the  yielding  air, 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  echoes  how  to  swear. 
•  15y  Jove,'  is  faint,  and  for  the  simple  swain ; 
She,  on  the  Christian  system,  is  profane  ; 
Hut  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear, 
]5elieve  her  dress,  she 's  not  a  grenadier. 
If  thunder's  awfid,  how  much  more  our  dread, 
When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  stead  ? 
A  lady  !  pardon  my  mistaken  pen  : 
A  shameless  woman  is  the  worst  of  men. 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  just  pretence; 
Good-breeding  is  the  blossom  of  good  sense; 
The  last  result  of  an  accomplish'd  mind. 
With  outward  grace,  the  body's  virtue,  join'd. 
A  violated  decency  now  reigns. 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
A\  ith  Chinese  painters  modern  toasts  agree, 
The  [)oint  they  aim  at  is  deformity  : 
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They  throw  their  persons,  with  a  hoyden  air, 
Across  the  room,  and  toss  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone, 
They  for  our  manners  have  exchanged  their  own. 
The  modest  look,  the  castigated  grace. 
The  gentle  movement,  and  slow-measured  pace, 
Tor  which  her  lovers  died,  her  parents  pray'd, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modern  maid. 
Still"  forms  are  bad  ;  but  lot  not  worse  intrude, 
Nor  conquer  Art  and  Nature  to  be  rude. 
Modern  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D — 's'  self  will  be  polite. 

Ye  rising  Fair !  ye  bloom  of  Britain's  isle  ! 
When  high-born  Anna,  with  a  soften'd  smile, 
Leads  on  your  train,  and  sparkles  at  your  head, 
AVhat  seems  most  hard  is  not  to  be  well  bred  i 
Her  bright  example  with  success  pursue, 
And  all  but  adoration  is  your  due. 

'  But  adoration  !   give  me  something  more,' — 
Cries  Lyce,  on  the  borders  of  threescore. 
Nought  treads  so  silent  as  the  foot  of  Time ; 
Hence  we  mistake  our  autumn  for  our  prime. 
'Tis  greatly  wise  to  know,  before  we're  told. 
The  melancholy  news  that  we  grow  old. 
AutuuHial  Lyce  carries  in  her  iacc 
Mctiieiito  inori  to  each  pui)lic  place. 
()  how  your  beating  breast  a  mistress  warms, 
AV  ho  looks  through  spectacles  to  see  your  charms ! 
While  rival  unrlertakers  hover  roun(l. 
And  with  liis  spade  the  sexton  marks  the  ground; 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  l)Ut  others'  doom, 
She  plans  new  con(|U<sts,  and  defrnuds  the  tomb. 
Li  vain  the  cock  has  sumiuon'd  spiilcs  away; 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  blasts  llie  bloom  of  day; 

*    Da.sliwuod,  or  Dynurt,  supposLil, 
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(iay  rainbow  silks  her  inoUow  clianns  inl'old, 
Atul  nought  of  Lyce  but  herself  is  oUl : 
Her  griz/led  locks  assume  a  sinirkins;  grace, 
And  arl  has  level'd  her  deep  fiirrow'd  face: 
Her  strange  demand  no  mortal  can  approve; 
AVell  ask  her  blessing,  but  can't  ask  her  love: 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  may  decline 
(All  latlies  but  herself)  at  ninety-nine. 

O  how  unlike  her  was  the  sacred  age 
Of  jirudent  Portia  !  her  gray  liairs  engage, 
'\A'hose  thoughts  are  suited  to  her  life's  decline : 
Virtue's  the  paint  that  can  make  wrinkles  shine: 
That,  and  that  oidy,  can  old  age  sustain, 
"Which  yet  all  wish,  nor  know  they  wish  for  pain. 
Not  numerons  are  our  joys  when  life  is  new, 
And  yearly  some  are  falling  of  the  few  ; 
But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridian  stage. 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age, 
They  drop  apace  :  by  nature  some  decay, 
And  some  the  blasts  of  fortune  sweep  away; 
Till  naked  cpiite  of  happiness,  aloud 
Wc  call  for  death,  and  shelter  in  a  shroud. 

\A  here  's  Portia  now  ?  —  But  Portia  left  behind 
Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 
AA  hat  iieart  untouch'd  their  early  grief  can  view. 
Like  blushing  rose-buds  dipp'd  in  morning  dew? 
Who  into  shelter  takes  their  tender  bloom. 
And  fornjs  their  minds  to  flee  from  ills  to  come? 
The  mind,  when  turnd  adrift,  no  rules  to  guide. 
Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide ; 
Pancy  and  passion  toss  it  to  and  fro, 
A  while  torment,  and  then  quite  sink  in  woe. 
Ye  beauteous  orphans  !  since  in  silent  dust 
Your  best  example  lies,  my  precepts  trust. 
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Life  swarms  with  ills  ;  the  boldest  are  afraid  ; 
Where  then  is  safety  for  a  tender  maid  i 
Unfit  for  conflict,  round  beset  with  woes, 
And  man,  whom  least  she  fears,  her  worst  of  foes ! 
AVhen  kind,  most  cruel ;  when  obliged  the  most, 
The  least  obliging  ;  and  by  favours  lost : 
Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindness  hate. 
And  scorn  you  for  those  ills  themselves  create. 
If  on  your  fame  our  sex  a  blot  has  thrown, 
'Twill  ever  stick,  through  malice  of  your  own. 
Most  hard  !  in  pleasing  your  chief  glory  lies, 
And  yet  from  pleasing  your  chief  dangers  rise : 
Then  j)Iease  the  best ;  and  know,  for  men  of  sense 
Your  strongest  charms  are  native  innocence. 
Arts  on  the  mind,  like  paint  upon  the  face, 
Tright  him  that's  worth  your  love  from  your  em- 
In  simple  manners  all  the  secret  lies; —     [brace. 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you'll  be  bless'd  and  wise. 
Vain  show  and  noise  intoxicate  the  brain. 
Begin  with  giddiness,  and  end  in  pain. 
Aftectnot  empty  fame  and  idlu  praise, 
A\  liicli  all  those  wretches  I  describe  betrays. 
Your  sex's  glory  'tis  to  shine  unknown  ; 
Of  all  applause  be  fondest  of  your  own. 
Beware  tlie  fever  of  the  mind;  that  thirst 
AVith  which  the  age  is  eminently  cursed: 
To  drink  of  pleasure  but  inflames  desire. 
And  abstinence  alone  can  (juench  the  lire ; 
Take  pain  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tonjb, 
(/ive  peace  in  hand,  and  promise  bliss  to  come. 
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I  SOUGHT  a  patroness,  but  sought  in  vain  ; 
Apollo  wliispt;r'd  in  my  ear — '  (ierraain.' — 
I  know  her  not — '  Your  reason's  somewhat  odtl; 
AVho  knows  his  patron  now?  (rei)lie(l  the  god). 
Men  write  to  mc,  and  to  the  world,  unknown, 
Then  steal  great  names  to  shield  them  from  the  town. 
Detected  worth,  like  beauty  disarray'd, 
To  covert  flies,  of  praise  itself  afraid. 
Should  she  refuse  to  patronize  your  lays, 
In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  her  praise: 
Nor  think  it  hard  so  great  a  length  to  run ; 
"NVhcn  such  the  theme,  'twill  easily  be  done.' 

Ye  fair !  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
Exceeds  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  strength  : 
You  here,  in  miniature,  your  pictures  see. 
Nor  hope  from  Zincke  more  justice  than  from  me: 
My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  your  side; 
His  portraits  will  inflame,  mine  (pienchyour  jnide: 
He's  dear,  you  frugal ;  choose  my  cheaper  lay. 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  pay. 

Lavinia  is  polite,  but  not  profane. 
To  church  as  constant  as  to  Drury  Lane : 


I 
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She  ilecently,  in  form,  pays  Heaven  its  due, 
And  makes  a  civil  visit  to  her  pew. 
Her  hfted  fan,  to  give  a  solemn  air. 
Conceals  her  face,  which  passes  for  a  prayer : 
Courtesies  to  courtesies,  then,  with  grace  succeed; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  Creed: 
Or  if  she  joins  the  service,  'tis  to  speak; 
Throuch   dreadful   silence  the   pent  heart  might 
I'ntaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away      [break: 
To  God  himself,  and  fondly  think  they  pray: 
But  sweet  their  accent,  and  their  air  retined  ; 
For  they're  before  their  Maker — and  mankind. 
^Vjjen  ladies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
Satan  himself  will  toll  the  parish  bell. 

Acquainted  with  the  world,  and  quite  well  bred, 
Drusa  receives  her  visitants  in  bed ; 
But,  chaste  as  ice,  this  V^esta,  to  defy 
The  very  blackest  tongue  of  calumny. 
When  from  the  sheets  her  lovely  form  she  lifts, 
She  begs  you  just  would  turn  you  while  she  shifts. 
Those  charms  are  greatest  which  decline  the 
sight ; 
That  makes  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 
There  is  no  woman  wln're  there's  no  reserve; 
And  'tis  on  plenty  your  poor  lovers  starve. 

But  with  a  modern  fair,  meridian  merit 
Is  a  fierce  thing  they  call  a  uynq)h  of  spirit. 
Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  llaming  eye. 
And  tread  on  ti|)toe  if  you  dare  draw  nigh  : 
*  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by  the  beard, 
Or  dare  defy  tin;  fell  Ilyrcanian  pard, 
Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Kussian  bear',' 
rirstmake  your  will,  and  then  converse  with  her. 

'   .S!i,ik.sj)(;ari-'.s  iiainlil. 
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This  lady  glories  in  profuse  expense, 
And  thinks  distraction  is  magnificence : 
To  beggar  her  gallant  is  some  delight ; 
To  be  more  fatal  still  is  excpiisite. 
Had  ever  nymph  such  reason  to  be  glad? 
In  dnel  fell  t\vo  lovers;  one  run  mad. 
Her  foes  their  honest  execrations  pour  ; 
Her  lovers  only  should  detest  her  ntore. 

Flavia  is  constant  to  her  old  gallant, 
And  generously  supports  him  in  his  want : 
I3ut  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  snare, 
A  hell  no  lady  so  polite  can  bear. 
She's  faithful,  she's  observant;  and  with  pains 
Her  angel  brood  of  bastards  she  maintains; 
Nor  least  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead, 
But  that  of  guilt,  above  the  marriage  bed. 

Amasia  hates  a  prude,  and  scorns  restraint; 
Whate'er  she  is,  she'll  not  appear  a  saint : 
Her  soul  superior  flies  formality  : 
So  gay  her  air,  her  conduct  is  so  free, 
Some  miglit  suspect  the  nymph  not  over  good — 
Nor  would  they  be  mistaken  if  they  should. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs  ; 
Her   cushion 's    thread-bare   with    her   constant 
Her  only  grief  is,  that  she  cannot  be      [prayers: 
At  once  engaged  in  prayer  and  charity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  justice,  must  be  said, 
'  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid?' 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed. 
Tor  Where's  the  man  that's  worthy  of  their  bed? 
If  no  disease  reduce  her  pride  before, 
Lavinia  will  be  ravish'd  at  threescore  ; 
Then  she  submits  to  venture  in  the  dark. 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting — but  her  spark. 
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Lucia  thinks  happiness  consists  in  state  ; 
She  weds  an  idiot  ;  Init  she  eats  in  plate. 
Tlie  goods  of  Tortuno  which  her  soul  possess, 
Are  but  the  ground  of  unmade  liappiness  ; 
The  rude  material :  wisdom  add  to  this, 
"Wisdom,  the  sole  artificer  of  bliss  ; 
She  from  herself,  if  so  compelTd  by  need. 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  tlie  subtle  thread  ; 
But  (no  detraction  to  her  sacred  skill) 
If  she  can  work  in  gold,  "tis  better  still. 

If  Tullia  had  been  bless'd  with  half  her  sense. 
None  could  too  much  admire  her  excellence  ; 
But  since  she  can  make  error  shine  so  bright. 
She  thinks  it  vulgar  to  defend  the  right. 
With  understanding  she  is  quite  o'errun, 
And  by  too  great  accomplishments  undone  ; 
With  skill  she  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue, 
For  ever  most  divinely  in  the  wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  should  a  woman  be. 
But  veil  her  very  wit  with  modesty  : 
Let  man  discover,  let  not  lit^r  display, 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  sweet  delay. 

For  plea>>ure  form'd,  perversely  some  believe. 
To  make  themselves  important,  men  must  grieve. 
Lesbia  the  fair,  to  firi;  her  jealous  lord, 
Pretends  the  fop  slur  laughs  at  is  adored. 
In  vain  she's  proud  of  secret  innocence; 
'I'lie  fact  she  feigns  were  scarce  a  worse  oft'ence. 

,Mira,  en<l<»w'd  with  every  charm  to  bh^ss, 
lias  no  design  but  on  her  liMsbandVi  peact;  : 
He  loved  her  much,  and  greatly  was  he  moved 
At  small  in({uietu<lt  s  in  her  he  loved. 
'How  charming  this  !' — The  pleasure  lasted  long; 
Now  every  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  strong  : 

4.">.         '  R 
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At  last  he  found  tlic  charmer  only  feigu'd, 
And  was  diverted  when  he  shouhl  be  pain'd. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  store? 
How  tedious  Hfe,  now  she  can  plague  no  more  ? 
She  tries  a  thousand  arts,  but  none  succeed ; 
She's  forced  a  fever  to  procure  indeed  : 
Thus  strictly  proved  this  virtuous,  loving  wife, 
Her  husband's  pain  was  dearer  than  her  life. 

Anxious  Melania  rises  to  my  view. 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due : 
Visit,  present,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore. 
Her  majesty,  to-morrow,  calls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  (ill. 
As  unoil'd  hinges,  rpierulously  shrill. 
'  You  went  last  night  with  Celia  to  the  ball.' 
You  prove  itfalse.    *  Not  go?  that's  worst  of  all.' 
Nothing  can  please  her,  nothing  not  inflame. 
And  arrant  contradictions  are  the  same. 
Her  lover  must  be  sad  to  please  her  spleen  ; 
His  mirth  is  an  inexpiable  sin  ; 
For  of  all  rivals  that  can  pain  her  breast. 
There's  one  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  rest; 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  most  dreadful  shelf 
Is,  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himself. 
And  this,  because  she's  exquisitely  fair: 
Should  I  dispute  her  beauty,  how  she'd  stare! 
How  would  Melania  be  surprised  to  hear 
She's  quite  deform'd  !  and  yet  the  case  is  clear. 
What's  female  beauty  but  an  air  divine. 
Through  which  the  mind's  all  gentle  graces  shine? 
They,  like  the  Sun,  irradiate  all  between ; 
The  body  charms,  because  the  soul  is  seen  : 
Hence  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face, 
They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace. 
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Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can  bear. 
Some  none  resist,  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Aspasia's  highly  born,  and  nicely  bred, 
Of  taste  refined,  in  life  and  manners  read; 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  superior  sense. 
But  to  be  teased  by  her  own  excellence. 
*  Folks  are  so  awkwanl !  things  so  unpolite !' 
She's  elegantly  pain'd  from  morn  till  night. 
Her  delicacy's  shock'd  where'er  she  goes  : 
Each  creature's  imperfections  are  her  woes. 
Heaven  by  its  favour  has  the  fair  distress'd, 
And   pour'd   such  blessings— that  she   can't  be 
bless'd. 
Ah  !  why  so  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy  spring, 
Thou  shining,  frail,  adored,  and  wretched  thing? 
Old  age  will  come;  disease  may  come  before; 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  threescore. 
Thy  fortune  and  thy  charms  may  soon  decay ; 
But  grant  these  fugitives  prolinig  their  stay, 
1'heir  basis  totters,  tiuir  foundation  shakes, 
Life,  that  supports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks ; 
Then  wrouglit  into  the  soul  let  virtue  shiue  ; 
The  ground  eternal,  as  the  work  divine. 
Julia's  a  manager,  she's  born  for  rule. 
And  knows  her  wiser  husband  is  a  fool ; 
Assemblies  holds,  and  spins  the  subtle  thread 
That  uuides  the  lover  to  his  fair  one's  bed  ; 
For  dilliciilt  amours  can  suKJoth  the  way, 
And  tender  letters  dictate  or  convey  ; 
Hut  if  d.prived  of  such  iinpttrtant  cares, 
Jlir  wisdom  condcsceiiils  to  liss  allairs. 
For  her  own  breakfast  she  11  project  a  scheme, 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  a  stratagem  ; 
Presides  o'er  trifles  with  a  serious  face. 
Important  by  the  virtue  of  grimace. 
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Ladies  supreme  among"  amusements  reign. 
By  nature  born  to  sootli  and  entertain : 
Tlieir  prudence  in  a  share  of  folly  lies  : 
"Why  "ill  tlioy  be  so  weak  as  to  be  wise? 

SyrtMia  is  for  ever  in  extremes, 
And  uitli  a  vengeance  she  commends  or  blames; 
Conscious  of  her  discernment,  which  is  good. 
She  strains  too  much  to  make  it  understood. 
Her  judgment  just,  her  sentence  is  too  strong; 
Beciiuse  she's  right,  she's  ever  in  the  wrong. 

Brunetta's  wise  in  actions  great  and  rare, 
But  scorns  on  tritles  to  bestow  her  care  ; 
Thus  every  liour  Brunetta  is  to  blame, 
Because  the"  occasion  is  beneath  her  aim. 
Think  nought  a  tritle,  though  it  small  appear; 
Small  sands  the  mountain,  moments  make  theyear. 
And  tritles  life  :  your  care  to  tritles  give. 
Or  you  may  die  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfast  with  Alicia,  there  you'll  see 
Simplex  mvuditiis  to  the  last  degree : 
Unlaced  her  stays,  her  nightgown  is  untied, 
And  what  she  has  of  headdress  is  aside : 
She  drawls  her  words  and  waddles  in  her  pace, 
TJnw;ish'd  her  hands,  and  much  besnuff'd  her  face : 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncondj'd,  she  loves. 
And  would  draw  on  jack  boots  as  soon  as  gloves  : 
Gloves  by  Queen  Bess's  maidens  might  be  raiss'd. 
Her  blessed  eyes  ne'er  saw  a  female  tist. 
Lovers !  beware,  to  wound  how  can  she  fail, 
With  scarlet  finger  and  long  jetty  nail? 
For  llervey'  the  first  wit  she  cannot  be. 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond*!  the  first  toast  for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  station  of  renown. 
Who  would  not  be  the  greatest  trapes  in  town  ? 
*  Lord  Hervey.  '  Duke  of  Richmond. 
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Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight: 
A  female  sloven  is  an  odious  sight. 

Fair  Isabella  is  so  fond  of  fame, 
That  her  dear  self  is  her  eternal  theme  : 
Through  hopes  of  contradiction  oft  she'll  say, 
'  Methinks  I  look  so  wretcliedly  to-day !' 
\S  hen  most  the  world  applauds  you,  most  beware ; 
'Tis  often  a  less  blessing  than  a  snare. 
Distrust  mankind  ;   with  your  own  heart  confer. 
And  dread  e'en  there  to  lind  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raises  our  renown  ; 
Our  own  as  surely  blows  the  pageant  down. 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim, 
Lest  soon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fauie. 

But  own  I  must,  in  this  perverted  age, 
W  ho  most  deserve  can't  always  most  engage. 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  sure. 
It  often  hindeis  what  it  should  |)roeure. 
AVhom  praise  we  most?   the  virtuous,  brave,  and 

wise  ? 
No;  wretches  whom,  in  secret,  we  despise. 
And  who  so  blind  as  not  to  see  the  cause? 
No  rival's  raised  by  such  discreet  applause; 
And  yet  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  store,  [more. 

By  which  our  spleen  may  wound  true  worth  the 

Ladies  there  are  who  tliitdi  one  crime  is  all: 
Can  woman,  then,  no  way  but  backward  fall? 
So  swe(;t  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  pursue, 
To  pay  its  loss  they  think  all  others  few. 
Who  hold  that  crime  so  dear,  must  never  claim 
(^)f  injured  modesty  the  sacred  name. 

Jkit  Clif)  thus  :   '  \\  li;il!   railing  without  end  ? 
Mean  task!  how  much  more  generous  to  commend! 

11  2 
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Yes,  to  commend  as  you  are  woiit  to  do, 
My  kiiul  instniclor,  and  oxaiiiple  too. 
'  Dapbnis,  (says  Clio)  has  a  clianiiing  eye  ; 
What  pity  'tis  lier  shoulder  is  awry  ! 
Aspasia's  shape,  indeed-  but  then  her  air — 
The  man  has  parts  who  finds  (h^struction  there. 
Almeria's  wit  has  something  that's  divine; 
And  wit's  enough  — liow  tew  in  all  things  shine  ! 
Selina  serves  her  tVicnds,  relieves  the  poor — 
AVho  was  it  said  Selina 's  near  threescore? 
At  Lucia's  match  1  from  my  soul  rejoice  ; 
The  world  congratulates  so  wise  a  choice  : 
His  lordship's  rentroll  is  exceeding  great — 
But  mortgages  will  sap  the  best  estate. 
In  Shirley's^  form  might  cherubims  appear. 
But  then — she  has  a  IVccUle  on  her  ear.' 
"Without  a  hut,  llortcnsia  she  commends. 
The  first  of  women,  and  the  best  of  friends  ; 
Owns  her  in  person,  wit,  fame,  virtue,  bright; 
But  how  comes  this  to  pass  ? — she  died  last  night. 
Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  satire  raU ; 
Indeed  diat's  needless,  if  such  praise  prevail. 
And  whence  such  praise '!  our  virulence  is  thrown 
On  others'  fame,  through  fondness  for  our  own. 

Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns. 
For  are  not  coronets  akin  to  crowns  'I 
Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  sublime  address. 
The  height  of  avarice  and  pride  confess. 
You  seek  perfections  worthy  of  her  rank  ; 
Go,  seek  for  her  perfections  at  the  Bank. 
By  wealth  unqucncird,  by  reason  uncontrol'd, 
For  ever  burns  her  sacred  thirst  of  gold: 
^  I'robably  Lady  Trances  Sbirle)'. 
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As  fond  of  five  pence  as  the  veriest  cit. 
And  quite  as  much  detested  as  a  wit. 

Can  goKl  caha  passion,  or  make  reason  shine? 
Can  we  dig  peace  or  wisdom  from  the  mine  ? 
Wisdom  to  gold  prefer,  for  'tis  much  less 
To  make  our  fortune  than  our  happiness : 
That  happiness  which  great  ones  often  see. 
With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree. 
Themselves  unbless'd.      The  poor  are  only  poor; 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  store] 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  of  state. 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  great. 
Peasants  enjoy  like  appetites  \\ilh  kings. 
And  those  best  satisfied  with  cheapest  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  sense. 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expense  : 
Since  not,  those  pomps  which  to  the  great  belong 
Are  but  poor  arts  to  mark  tlu-m  from  the  throng. 
See  how  they  beg  an  alms  oi  I'lattery  : 
They  languish  !  oh,  support  them  with  a  lie  ! 
A  decent  competence  we  tully  taste  ; 
It  strikes  our  sense,  and  gives  a  constant  feast : 
More  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone  ; 
The  rich  must  labour  to  possess  their  own, 
To  feel  their  great  abundance,  and  request 
Their  humble  tViends  to  help  them  to  be  bless'd ; 
To  see  their  treasures,  In  ar  their  glory  told. 
And  aid  the  wretched  inipotenct;  of  goKl. 

But  some,  great  souls  !  atnl  toueli'd  with  waruilli 
divine, 
(iive  gold  a  price,  and  teach  its  beams  to  shine. 
All  hoarded  treasures  they  repute  a  load, 
Northink tlieir  wealtlitheir  own, till  well  bestow'd  : 
Grand  reservoirs  of  jtuhlic  happiness, 
Through  secret  streams  dillusively  they  bless ; 
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And  while  tlieir  boiintics  glide,  conccal'd  from 

view, 
Koliovo  our  wants,  and  spare  onr  blushes  too. 
But  satire  is  my  task,  and  these  destroy 
Her  gloomy  jirovince  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  me,  ye  misers  !  help  me  to  complain, 
And  blast  our  common  enemy,  Germain^ : 
Knt  our  invectives  must  despair  success, 
For,  next  to  praise,  she  values  nothing;  less. 

What  picture 's  yonder,  looseu'd  from  its  frame? 
Or  is't  Asturia?  that  attected  dame. 
The  brightest  forms,  through  atlectation,  fade 
To  strange  new  things,  which  Nature  never  made. 
Frown  not,  ye  fair!  so  much  your  sex  we  prize, 
We  hate  those  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eyes. 
In  Albucinda's  native  grace  is  seen 
AVhat  you,  who  labour  at  perfection,  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learn'd  with  ease, 
Retain  your  gentle  selves,  and  you  must  please. 
Here  might  1  sing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien. 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  soft  machine; 
How  two  red  lips  attected  zephyrs  blow. 
To  cool  the  bohea,  and  inflame  the  beau  ; 
While  one  white  finger  and  a  thumb  conspire 
To  lift  the  cup,  and  make  the  world  admire. 

Tea!  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  stream  ! 
As  Lethe  dreadful  to  the  Love  of  Fame. 
What  devastations  on  thy  banks  are  seen  ! 
What  shades  of  mighty  names  which  once  have 

been ! 
An  hecatomb  of  characters  supplies 
Thy  painted  altars'  daily  sacrifice. 
Hervey,Pearce,  Blount,  aspersed  by  thee,  decay. 
As  grains  of  finest  sugars  melt  away, 

*  Lady  Betty  Germain,  tlie  correspondent  of  Swift. 
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And  recommend  thee  more  to  mortal  taste  : 
Scandal's  the  sweetener  of  a  female  feast. 

But  this  inhuman  triumph  shall  decline. 
And  thy  revolting-  naiads  call  i'or  wine ; 
Spirits  no  longer  shall  serve  under  thee. 
But  reiffn  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea ! 
Citronia's  nose  declares  thy  ruin  nigh, 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nose  the  lie*? 
,  The  ladies  long'  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd, 
And  what  impair'd  both  health  and  virtue  blamed; 
At  length,  to  rescue  man,  the  generous  lass 
Stole  from  her  cousort  the  pernicious  glass : 
As  glorious  as  the  British  f|U('en  renovvn'd. 
Who  suck'd  the  poison  from  lier  husband's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  glass  alone  are  nymphs  inclined, 
But  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind. 

()  Juvenal !  for  thy  severer  rage  ! 
To  lash  the  ranker  follies  of  our  age. 

Are  there,  among  the  females  of  our  isle, 
.Such  faults  at  which  it  is  a  fault  to  smile? 
There  are  :  V^ice,  once  by  modest  Nature  chain 'd. 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  uinestrain'd  ; 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  view, 
Naked  she  stalks  o'er  law  and  gospel  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  such  exemplary  lives. 
Men  sigh  in  vain  for  none,  but  for  their  wives; 
Who  marry  to  be  free,  to  range  the  more. 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  with  a  score. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  steadfast  hate, 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate. 
What  foul  eruptions  from  a  look  most  meek! 
What  thunders  bursting  from  a  dimpled  cheek! 

*  Solfm  quis  liicere  falsuin 

Aadeat!  ViKU. 
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1'hcir  passions  boar  it  with  a  lofty  hand ! 
13iit  then  their  reason  is  at  due  command. 
Is  there  wliom  you  detest,  and  seek  his  hfe? 
Trust  no  soid  witli  the  secret — but  his  wife. 
Wives  wonder  that  their  conduct  I  condemn, 
And  ask  what  kindred  is  a  spouse  to  them? 

What  swarms  of  amorous  grandmothers  I  see! 
And  misses,  ancient  in  iniquity! 
AVhatblastino  whispers, and  whatlouddeclaiming ! 
AVhat  lying,  drinking,  bawding,  swearing,  gaming! 
Friendship  so  cold,  such  warm  incontinence, 
Such  griping  avarice,  such  profuse  expense. 
Such  dead  devotion,  such  a  zeal  for  crimes. 
Such  licensed  ill,  such  masquerading  times. 
Such  venal  faiths,  such  misapplied  applause, 
Such  flatter'd  guilt,  and  such  inverted  laws, 
Such  dissolution  through  the  whole  I  find  ; 
'Tis  not  a  world,  but  chaos  of  mankind.        [belle 

Since  Sundays  have  no  balls,  the  well-dress'd 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  smiles  to  hear  of  Hell; 
And  casts  an  eye  of  sweet  disdain  on  all 
Who  listen  less  to  Collins  than  St.  Paul. 
Atheists  have  been  but  rare  :  since  Nature's  birth, 
Till  now,  she-atheists  ne'er  appear'd  on  earth. 
Ye  inen  of  deep  researches  !  say,  whence  springs 
This  daring  character  in  timorous  things? 
Who  start  at  feathers,  from  an  insect  tly, 
A  match  for  nothing— but  the  Deity, 

But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  the  Muse  must  own. 
In  this  pursuit  they  court  not  fame  alone  ; 
Uut  join  to  that  a  more  substantial  view, 
•  From  thinking  free,  to  be  free  agents  too.' 

They  strive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep  them 
In  complaisance  to  all  the  fools  in  town,    [down. 
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O,  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  of  prude  ! 
And  die  with  shame  at  thought  of  being  good  ! 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay, 
What  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  coxcombs,  say  ? 
They  Heaven  defy,  to  earths  vile  dregs  a  slave, 
Through  cowardice  most  execrably  brave. 
AVith  our  own  judgments  durst  we  to  comply. 
In  virtue  should  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rise  then,  my  Muse  !  in  honest  fury  rise  ; 
They  dread  a  satire  who  defy  the  skies. 

Atheists  are  few:  most  nymphs  a  Godhead  own, 
And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 
From  atheist  far  they  steadfastly  believe 
God  is,  and  is  almighty — to  forgive. 
His  other  excellence  they'll  not  dispute  : 
But  mercy,  sure,  is  his  chief  attribute. 
Shall  pleasures  of  a  short  duration  chain 
A  lady's  soul  in  everlasting  pain  ] 
Will  the  great  Author  us  poor  worms  destroy. 
For  now  and  then  a  sip  of  transient  joy  ? 
No,  he's  for  ever  in  a  smiling  mood; 
He's  like  themselves,  or  how  could  he  be  good? 
And  they  blaspheme  \^ho  blacker  schemes  sup- 
Devoutly,  thus,  Jehovah  they  depose,       [pose — 
The  pure  !   the  just !  and  set  up,  in  his  stead, 
A  deity  that's  perfectly  well  bred. 

'  Dear  'I'illotson  !  be  sure  the  best  of  men  ; 
Nor  thought  he  more  than  thought  great  Origen. 
Though  once  upon  a  time  he  niisijehaved, 
Poor  Satan  !   doubtless  he'll  at  length  be  saved. 
Let  priests  «lo  sumethintl  for  their  one  in  ten  ; 
It  is  their  trade:   so  far  they're  honest  men. 
Let  them  cant  on,  situ^e  they  have  got  the  knack. 
And  dress  their  notions,  like  themselves,  ui  black ; 
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Fright  us  with  terrors  of  a  world  unknown, 
From  joys  of  Jliis,  to  keep  thfrn  all  tl)eir  own. 
Of  earth's  fair  fruits,  imlecd,  (hey  claim  a  fee  ; 
But  then  thoy  leave  our  untithed  virtue  free. 
Virtue's  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  show ; 
Did  ever  mortal  write  like  liochefoucault  ?' 
Thus  pleads  the  Devil's  fair  apologist, 
And,  pleading,  safely  enters  on  his  list. 

Let  angel  forms  angelic  truths  maintain ; 
Nature  disjoins  the  beauteous  and  profane. 
For  what's  true  beauty  but  fair  Virtue's  face? 
Virtue  made  visible  in  outward  grace  1 
She,  then,  that's  haunted  with  an  impious  mind. 
The  more  she  charms, the  more  she  shocks  mankind. 

But  charms  decline :  the  fair  long  vigils  keep  : 
They  sleep  no  more:    Quadrille^  has  murder'd 

Sleep. 
'  Poor  Kemp " !  (cries  Li  via)  I  have  not  been  there 
These  two  nights  :  the  poor  creature  will  despair. 
I  hate  a  crowd — but  to  do  good,  you  know — 
And  people  of  condition  should  bestow,' 
Convinced,  o'ercome,  to  Kemp's  grave  matrons  run. 
Now  set  a  daughter,  and  now  stake  a  son; 
Let  health,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune,  fly. 
And  beggar  half  their  race — through  charity. 

Immortal  were  we,  or  else  mortal  quite, 
I  jess  should  blame  this  criminal  delight; 
But  since  the  gay  assembly's  gayest  room 
Is  but  an  upper  story  to  some  tomb, 
Methinks  we  need  not  our  short  beings  shun. 
And,  thought  to  fly,  contend  to  be  undone : 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime. 
And  give  eternity,  to  murder  time. 

'  Sbakspeare.  *  Keeper  of  an  assembly- 
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The  love  of  gaming  is  the  worst  of  ills  ; 
With  ceaseless  storms  the  blacken'd  soul  it  fills; 
Inveighs  at  Heaven,  neglects  the  ties  of  blood. 
Destroys  the  power  and  will  of  doing  good  ; 
Kills  health,  pawns  honour,  plunges  in  disgrace. 
And,  what  is  still  more  dreadful — spoils  your  face. 

See  vonder  set  of  thieves  that  live  on  spoil. 
The  scandal  and  the  ruin  of  our  isle  ! 
And  see,  (strange  sight!)  amid  that  ruffian  band, 
A  foiui  divine  high  wave  hci  snowy  hand. 
That  rattles  loud  a  small  enchanted  box, 
M  hich,  loud  as  tiiunder,  on  the  board  she  knocks: 
And  as  fierce  storms,  which  earth's  foundation 
From  iEolus's  cave  impetuous  broke;        [shook, 
From  this  small  cavern  a  mix'd  tempest  flies. 
Fear,  rage,  convulsion,  tears,  oaths,  blasphemies! 
From  men,  I  mean, — the  fair  discharges  none; 
She  (guiltless  creature!)  swears  to  Heaven  alone. 

See  her  eyes  start!  cheeks  glow  !   and  muscles 
Like  the  mad  maid  in  the  Cumean  cell,      [swell ! 
Thus  that  divine  one  her  soft  nights  employs  ! 
Thus  tunes  her  soul  to  tender  nuptial  joys  I 
And  when  the  cruel  morning  calls  to  bed, 
And  on  her  pillow  lays  her  aching  head, 
\\  itii  the  dear  images  her  dreams  are  crown'd, 
The  die  spins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round; 
Imaginary  ruins  charm  her  still  ; 
Her  happy  lord  is  cuckold  by  S|)adine; 
And  if  she's  brought  to  bed,  'tis  ten  to  one 
He  marks  the  forehead  of  her  darling  son. 

O  scene  of  horror  and  of  wild  despair  ! 
Why  is  the  rich  Atrides'  splendid  heir 
Construin'd  to  «juit  his  ar)cicnt  lordly  seat. 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat? 
4f>.  s 
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AVliy  that  (.Irawn  sword?  and  whence  that  dismal 
Wliy  pale  distraction  through  the  family  ?     [cry  I 
Soo  my  lord  threaten,  and  my  lady  wuep, 
And  trembling  servants  from  the  tempest  creep. 
A\  hy  that  gay  son  to  distant  regions  sent?  [vent? 
AV  hat  liends  that  daughter's  destined  match  pre- 
Why  the  whole  house  in  sudden  ruin  laid? 
()  nothing,  but  last  night — my  lady  play'd. 

But  wanders  not  my  Satire  from  her  theme? 
Is  this,  too,  owing  to  the  Love  of  I'ame? 
Though,  now,  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  bestow'd, 
Twas  first  a  vain  devotion  to  the  mode : 
Nor  cease  we  here,  since  'tis  a  vice  so  strong, 
The  torrent  sweeps  all  womankind  along. 
This  may  be  said,  in  honour  of  our  times. 
That  none  now  stand  distinguish'd  by  their  crimes. 
If  sin  you  must,  take  Nature  for  your  guide; 

Love  has  some  soft  excuse  to  sooth  your  pride. 

Ye  fair  apostates  from  Love's  ancient  power ! 

Can  nothing  ravish  but  a  golden  shower  ? 

Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fancy  seize  ? 

Must  Cupid  learn  to  punt,  ere  he  can  please? 

When  you're  enamour'd  of  a  lift  or  cast, 

What  can  the  preacher  more  to  make  us  chaste? 

Why  must  strong  youths  unmarried  pine  away? 

They  find  no  woman  disengaged — from  play. 

\^'hy  pine  the  married? — O  severer  fate! 

They  tind  from  play  no  disengaged — estate. 

Flavia,  at  lovers  false,  untouch'd  and  hard. 

Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  a  cruel  card. 

Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  secure  her  age ; 

Her  threescore  years  are  shufHing  with  her  page, 

While  Death  stands  by  but  till  the  game  is  done. 

To  sweep  that  stake,  injustice  long  his  own: 
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Like  old  cards,  tinged  with  sulphur,  she  takes  fire; 
Or,  like  snufts  sunk  in  sockets,  blazes  higher. 
Ye  gods !  with  new  delights  inspire  the  fair, 
Or  give  us  sons,  and  save  us  from  despair. 

Sons,  brothers,  fathers,  husbands,  tradesmen, 
close 
In  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  sins  in  prose : 
Yet  I  believe,  as  firmly  as  my  creed, 
In  spite  of  all  our  wisdom,  you'll  proceed. 
Our  pride  so  great,  our  passion  is  so  strong, 
Advice  to  right  confirms  us  in  the  wrong. 
I  hear  you  cry,  '  This  fellow's  very  odd !' 
AVhen  you  chastise  who  would  not  kiss  the  rod  ? 
But  I've  a  charm  your  anger  shall  control, 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldness  on  the  vole. 

The  charm  begins!  To  yonder  flood  of  light. 
That  bursts  o'er  gloomy  Britain,  turn  your  sight. 
AVhat  guardian  power  o'erwhelms  your  souls  with 
Her  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law  ;  [awe? 
Midst  empire's  charms  how  Carolina's''  heart 
Glows  with  the  love  of  virtue  and  of  art! 
Her  favour  is  diffused  to  that  degree, 
Excess  of  goodness  !  it  has  dawn'd  on  me. 
AVhen  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  faults, 
Or  godlike  deeds  were  shown,  or  generous  thoughts, 
She  smiled,  industrious  to  be  pleased,  nor  knew 
From  whom  my  pen  the  borrow'd  lustre  flrew. 

Thus  tlie  majestic  nioliier  of  mankind'", 
To  her  own  charms  most  amiably  blind. 
On  the  green  m;irgin  innocently  stood, 
And  gazed  indiili;<  nt  on  the  crystal  flood; 
Survey 'd  the  stranger  in  the  painted  wave, 
And,  smiling,  praised  the  beauties  which  she  gave. 

»  Queen  Caroline.  '"'  Milton. 
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nATIRE  VII. 

®o  tlje  migljt  3[^on.  Sir  mobtrt  SSlalpole. 


Carmiuu  turn  melius,  cum  venerit  Ipse,  canemus. 

ViRG. 


On  this  last  labour,  this  my  closing  strain, 
Smile,  Walpole  !  or  the  Nine  inspire  in  vain  : 
To  thee  'tis  due  ;  that  verse  how  justly  thine, 
AV  here  Brunswick's  glory  crowns  the  whole  design ! 
Tliat  glory  which  thy  counsels  make  so  bright; 
That  glory  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illustrious  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known  ! 
To  give,  and  take,  a  lustre  tVoin  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme  ; 
The  fountain  is  not  foreign  to  the  stream. 
How  all  mankind  will  be  surprised  to  see 
This  Hood  of  British  Folly  charged  on  thee ! 
Say,  Britain  !  whence  this  caprice  of  thy  sons. 
Which  through  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs? 
The  cause  is  plain,  a  cause  which  we  must  bless. 
For  Caprice  is  the  daughter  of  Success, 
(A  bad  etfect,  but  from  a  pleasing  cause  !) 
And  gives  our  rulers  uudesign'd  applause, 
Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  wealth  increase, 
And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  of  Peace, 

While  1  survey  the  blessings  of  our  isle, 
Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  smile. 
Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credit  high. 
Her  commerce  spreading  sails  in  every  sky. 
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The  pleasing  scene  recalls  ray  theme  again, 
And  shows  the  madness  of  ambitions  men, 
Who,  fond  of  bloodshed, draw  themurderingsword, 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  single  lord. 

The  follies  past  are  of  a  private  kind  ; 
Their  sphere  is  small,  their  mischief  is  confined  ; 
But  daring  men  there  are  (awake,  my  Muse! 
And  raise  thy  verse)  who  bolder  frenzy  choose; 
Who,  stung  by  glory,  rave,  and  bound  away. 
The  world  their  field,  and  humankind  their  prey. 

The  Grecian  chief,  the'  enthusiast  of  his  pride, 
With  Rage  and  Terror  stalking  by  his  side. 
Raves  round  the  globe ;  he  soars  into  a  god  ! 
Stand  fast,  Olympus!    and  sustain  his  nod. 
The  pest  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miseries  and  pains. 
What  slauahter'd  hosts!   what  cities  in  a  blaze  ! 
What  wasted  countries  !  and  what  crimson  seas  ! 
With  orphans'  tears  his  impious  bowl  o'erflows, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repose. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpraise 
The  boisterous  boy,  and  blast  his  guilty  bays? 
Why  want  we,  then,  encomiums  on  the  storm. 
Or  famine,  or  volcano  ?  they  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds ;   they,  hero-like,  can  slay. 
And  spread  their  ample  deserts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alliance  !   O  divine  renown  ! 
With  dearth  and  pestilence  to  share  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  wild  destroyer's  name, 
Earth's  JJuildcr  and  Preserver  they  blaspheme. 

One  to  destroy  is  murder  by  the  law, 
7\nd  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe; 
To  murder  thousands  takes  a  s|)Ccious  name, 
War's  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

s  2 
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When  after  battK;  1  (lie  licld  liave  seen 
Spread  o'er  willi  f>liastly  shapes  which  once  were 
A  nation  crnsh'd,  a  nation  of  the  brave !       [men, 
A  reahn  of  death  !  and  on  this  side  the  grave  ! 
'  Are  tliere  (said  I)  who  from  this  sad  survey. 
This  human  cluios,  carry  smiles  awayf 
J  low  did  my  heart  wilh  inchgnation  rise! 
How  honest  Nature  swell'd  into  my  eyes  ! 
How  was  1  shock'd  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  sucli  materials,  fame  and  triumph,  made! 

How  guilty  these  !  yet  not  less  guilty  they 
Who  reach  false  glory  by  a  smoother  way; 
>Vho  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words. 
And  bows  and  smiles,  more  fatal  than  their  swords; 
"Who  stifle  Nature,  and  subsist  on  Art; 
AVho  coin  the  face,  and  petrify  the  heart; 
AH  real  kindness  for  the  show  discard, 
As  marble  polish'd,  and  as  marble  hard; 
>V  ho  do  for  gold  what  Christians  do  through  grace, 
'  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace ;' 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine, 
•  The  tliinnest  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  dine  :' 
Or  if  they  serve  you,  serve  you  disinclined. 
And  in  their  height  of  kindness  are  unkind. 
Such  courtiers  were,  and  such  again  may  be, 
Walpole !  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Here  cease,  my  Muse  !  the  catalogue  is  vt^rit, 
Nor  one  more  candidate  for  fame  admit; 
Though  disappointed  thousands  justly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boast  an  equal  claim  : 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here. 
May  furnish  laughter  for  another  year, 
Tiien  let  (!rispino,  who  was  ne'er  refused 
I'lie  justice  yet  of  being  well  abused, 
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"With  patience  wait,  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  some  future  strain  : 
Some  future  strain,  in  which  the  IMuse  shall  tell 
How  science  dwindles,  and  how  volumes  swell. 
How  commentators  each  dark  passage  shun, 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  Sun. 
How  tortured  texts  to  speak  our  sense  are  made, 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  Scripture  laid. 
How  misers  squeeze  a  young  voluptuous  peer. 
His  sins  to  Lucifer  not  half  so  dear. 
How  Verres  is  less  qualified  to  steal 
"With  sword  and  pistol,  than  with  wax  and  seal. 
How  lawyers'  fees  to  such  excess  are  run, 
That  clients  are  redress'd  till  they're  nndone. 
How  one  man's  anguish  is  another's  sport. 
And  e'en  denials  cost  us  dear  at  court. 
How  man  eternally  false  judgments  makes. 
And  all  his  joys  and  sorrows  are  mistakes. 

This  swarm  of  themes  that  settles  on  my  pen, 
Which  I,  like  summer  flies,  shake  off  again. 
Let  others  sing :  to  whom  my  weak  essay 
But  sounds  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey: 
That  duty  done,  I  hasten  to  complete 
My  own  design  ;   for  Tonson's  at  the  gate. 

The  Love  of  Fame  in  its  effects  survey 'd, 
The  Muse  has  sung  ;  be  now  the  cause  display 'd: 
Since  so  diffusive,  and  so  wide  its  sway. 
What  is  this  power  whom  all  mankind  obey? 

Shot  from  above,  by  Heaven's  indulgence,  came 
This  generous  ardour,  this  unconquer'd  flame. 
To  warm,  to  raise,  to  deify  mankind. 
Still  burning  brightest  in  the  noblest  mind. 
By  large-soul'd  men,  for  thirst  of  fame  renown'd, 
W'iit  laws  were  fi  amcd,  and  sacred  arts  were  found ; 
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llcsiro  of  praise  first  broke  the  patriot's  rest, 
A  nil  made  a  hiilvvark  oi'  the  warrior's  breast; 
It  bids  Arfiylo  in  lii'lds  and  senates  shine: 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  divine? 

But,  oh  !  this  passion  planted  in  the  soul. 
On  eagle's  wings  to  mount  her  to  tiie  pole. 
The  flaming  minister  of  virtue  meant, 
Set  up  false  gods,  and  wrong'd  her  high  descent. 

Ambition,  hence,  exerts  a  doulitful  force. 
Of  blots  and  beauties  an  alternate  source; 
Hence  Gildon  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit. 
Who  thrives  upon  the  carcasses  of  Wit ; 
And  in  art-loving  Scarborough  is  seen 
How  kind  a  patron  Pollio  might  have  been. 
Pursuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  schools, 
And  into  coxcombs  burnishes  our  fools; 
Pursuit  of  fame  makes  solid  learning  bright. 
And  Newton  lifts  above  a  mortal  height: 
That  key  of  Nature,  by  whose  wit  she  clears 
Her  long,  long  secrets  of  live  thousand  years. 

AYould  you  then  fully  comprehend  the  whole. 
Why,  and  in  what  degrees,  Pride  sways  the  soul? 
(For  though  in  all,  not  equally,  she  reigns) 
Awake  to  knowledge,  and  attend  my  strains. 

Ye  doctors  !  hear  the  doctrine  I  disclose. 
As  true  as  if  'tweie  writ  in  dullest  prose  ; 
As  if  a  letter'd  dunce  had  said,  '  'Tis  right;' 
And  imprimatur  usherd  it  to  light. 

Ambition,  in  the  truly  noble  mind, 
W'ith  sister  Virtue  is  for  ever  join'd  ; 
As  in  famed  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread. 
From  guilt  and  shame  by  her  last  conduct  fled  : 
Her  virtue  long  rebell'd  in  firm  disdain. 
And  the  sword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain ; 
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But  when  the  slave  was  threaten'd  to  be  laid 
Dead  by  her  side,  her  Love  of  Fame  obey'd. 

In  meaner  minds  Ambition  works  alone, 
But  with  such  art  puts  Virtue's  aspect  on, 
That  not  more  hke  in  feature  and  in  mien, 
The  god'  and  mortal  in  the  comic  scene. 
False  Julius,  anibusli'd  in  this  fair  disguise. 
Soon  made  the  Konian  liberties  his  prize. 

No  mask  in  basest  minds  Ambition  wears. 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  ass's  ears  : 
All  I  have  sung  are  instances  of  this. 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded  not  amiss. 

Ye  vain  !   desist  from  your  erroneous  strife  ; 
Be  wise,  and  tpiit  the  false  sublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  resides, 
^A  here  justice  vindicates,  and  wisdom  guides  ; 
AVhere  inward  dignity  joins  outward  state. 
Our  purpose  good,  as  our  achievement  great ; 
Where  public  blessings  public  praise  attend; 
Where  glory  is  our  motive,  not  our  end. 
Wouldst  thou  be  famed?  have  those  high  deeds  in 

view : 
Brave  n)en  would  act,  though  scandal  should  ensue. 

Behohl  a  prince !    whom  no  swoln  thoughts  in- 
flame, 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  fever  after  fame  ; 
But  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  inspires. 
And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fires, 
Proud  con(|uests  then,  then  regal  pom|)s  delight; 
Then  crowns,  then  triumphs,  sparkle  in  his  sight; 
Tumult  and  noise  are  dear,  which  with  ihcni  bring 
His  people's  blessings  to  their  ardent  king; 
But  when  those  great  hcfroic  motives  cease, 
His  swelling  soul  subsides  to  native  peace; 
'  Aun>liitr_von. 
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From  tedious (iiandeur's  faded  cliarmswithdravvs, 
A  sudden  toe  to  splendour  and  applause  ; 
Greatly  deferring-  liis  arrears  of  fame, 
Till  men  and  angels  jointly  shout  his  name. 
O  pride  celestial !  which  can  pride  disdain  ; 
O  bless'd  ambition  !  which  can  ne'er  be  vain. 

From  one  famed  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the  sky. 
In  whose  deep  womb  unfathom'd  waters  lie, 
Here  burst  the  Jihone  and  sounding-  Po;  there 

shine, 
In  infant  rills,  the  Danube  and  the  lUiine ; 
From  the  rich  store  one  fruitful  urn  supplies, 
Whole  kingdoms  smile,  a  thousand  harvests  rise. 

In  Brunswick  such  a  source  the  Muse  adores. 
Which  public  blessings  through  half  Europe  pours. 
When  his  heart  burns  with  such  a  godlike  aim, 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fame  : 
George !  who  in  foes  can  soft  affections  raise. 
And  charm  envenom'd  satire  into  praise. 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  power  perceives. 
But  the  mad  winds,  and  the  tumultuous  waves^. 
E'en  storms  (Death's  fiercest  ministers  !)  forbear. 
And  in  their  own  wild  empire  learn  to  spare. 
Thus  Nature's  self,  supporting  man's  decree, 
Styles  Britain's  sovereign,  Sovereign  of  the  sea  ! 

While  sea  and  air,  great  Brunswick!  shook  our 
state. 
And  sported  with  a  king's  and  kingdom's  fate, 
Deprived  of  what  she  loved,  and  press'd  with  fear 
Of  ever  losing  what  she  held  most  dear, 
How  did  Britannia,  like  Achilles  ^  weep. 
And  tell  her  sorrows  to  the  kindred  deep '. 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive  for  thee  with  the  surge,  and  fight  the  storm! 

'  The  king  in  danger  by  sea.  '  Hom.  II.  lib.  i. 
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What  felt  thy  AValpole  pilot  of  the  realm? 
Our  Palinurus^  slept  not  at  the  helm  ; 
His  eye  ne'er  closed,  long  since  inured  to  wake. 
And  outwatch  every  star  for  Brunswick's  sake  : 
By  thwarting  passions  toss'd,  by  cares  oppressed. 
He  found  the  tempest  pictured  in  his  breast: 
But  now,  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  dispel, 
Xo  powers  of  language — but  his  own,  can  tell ; 
His  own,  which  Nature  and  the  Graces  form, 
At  will  to  raise  or  hush  the  civil  storm. 

*  Ecce  Deas  ramum  Letbaco  rore  inadentem,  6<c. 

ViRG.  lib.  V. 
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TO  MR.  POPE, 

CONCERNING  THE  AUTHORS  OF  THE  AGE. 

1730. 

Whilst  you  atTwickenham  plan  the  future'wood. 
Or  turn  the  volumes  of  the  wise  and  good, 
Our  senate  meets  ;  at  parties  parties  bawl, 
And  pamphlets  stun  the  streets  and  load  the  stall: 
So  rushing  tides  bring  things  obscene  to  light. 
Foul  wrecks  emerge,  and  dead  dogs  swim  in  sight; 
The  civil  torrent  foams,  the  tumult  reigns, 
And  Codrus'  prose  works  up,  and  Lico's  strains. 
Lo  !  what  from  cellars  rise,  what  rush  from  high. 
Where  Speculation  roosted  near  the  sky  ; 
Letters,  essays,  sock,  buskin,  satire,  song. 
And  all  the  garret  thunders  on  the  throng! 

O  Pope!  I  burst;  nor  can,  nor  will,  refrain  ; 
I'll  write  ;  let  others,  in  their  turn,  complain. 
Truce,  truce,  ye  Vandals  :  my  tormented  ear 
Less  dreads  a  pillory  than  pamphleteer: 
I  've  heard  myself  to  death ;  and,  plagued  each  hour, 
Shan't  I  return  the  vengeance  in  my  power? 

For  who  can  write  the  true  absurd  like  me] 

Thy  pardon,  Codrus  !  who,  1  mean,  but  thee  ? 
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Pope!  if  like  mine  or  Codrus'  were  thy  style. 
The  blood  of  vipers  had  not  stain'd  thy  tile  ; 
Merit  less  solid  less  despite  had  bred  ; 
They  had  not  bit,  and  then  they  had  not  bled. 
Fame  is  a  public  mistress  none  enjoys, 
But,  more  or  less,  his  rival's  peace  destroys : 
With  fame,  in  just  proportion,  envy  grows  ; 
The  man  that  makes  a  character  makes  foes. 
Slight  peevish  insects  round  a  genius  rise. 
As  a  bright  day  awakes  the  world  of  flies  ; 
With  hearty  malice,  but  with  feeble  wing, 
(To  show  they  lire)  they  flutter,  and  they  sting  ; 
But  as  by  depredations  wasps  proclaim 
The  fairest  fruit,  so  these  the  fairest  fame. 

Shall  we  not  censure  all  the  motley  train. 
Whether  with  ale  irriguous  or  champagne  1 
Whether  they  tread  tlie  vale  of  prose,  or  climb. 
And  whet  their  appetites  on  cliffs  of  rhyme  ; 
The  college  sloven,  or  ernbroider'd  spark  ; 
The  purple  prelate,  or  the  parish  clerk  ; 
The  quiet  quidnunc,  or  demanding  prig  ; 
The  plaintiff  Tory,  or  detcntlant  Whig; 
Rich,  poor,  male,  female,  young,  old,  gay,  or  sad  ; 
Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad; 
Profoundly  dull,  or  shallowly  polite  ; 
Men  that  read  well,  or  men  that  only  write  ; 
WlictlH.r  peers,  porters,  tailors,  tune  the  reeds. 
And  measuring  words  to  measuring  shapes  suc- 

e(.(,(ls ; 
For  bankrupts  write  when  ruirid  sIiojjs  an;  shut. 
As  maggots  crawl  from  out  a  perish'il  nut : 
His  hammer  this,  and  that  his  trowel  quits. 
And,  wanting  sense  for  tradesmen,  serve  for  wrli. 

46.  r 
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]5y  thriving  men  subsists  each  other  trade  ; 
or  every  broken  cnit't  a  writer's  made: 
Thus  his  material,  paper,  takes  its  birth 
From  tatter'd  rags  of  all  the  stutl'on  earth. 

Hail,  truitlul  Isle!  to  thee  alone  belong 
Millions  of  wits,  and  brokers  in  old  song; 
Thee  well  a  land  of  Liberty  we  name, 
Where  all  are  tree  to  scandal  and  to  shame; 
Thy  sons,  by  print,  may  set  their  hearts  at  ease, 
And  be  maiikiiid's  contemptwhene'er  they  please; 
Like  trodden  filth,  their  vile  and  abject  sense 
Is  unperceived,  but  when  it  gives  otl'ence  : 
Their  heavy  prose  our  injured  reason  tires; 
Their  verse  immoral  kindles  loose  desires: 
Our  age  they  puzzle,  and  corrupt  our  prime. 
Our  sport  and  pity,  punishment  and  crime. 

What  glorious  motives  urge  our  authors  on 
Thus  to  undo,  and  thus  to  be  undone? 
One  loses  his  estate,  and  down  he  sits, 
To  show  (in  vain)  he  still  retains  his  wits : 
Another  marries,  and  his  dear  proves  keen; 
He  writes,  as  an  hypnotic  for  the  spleen: 
Some  write,  confined  by  physic  ;  some,  by  debt; 
Some,  for  'tis  Sunday  ;  some,  because  'tis  wet : 
Through  private  pique  some  do  the  public  right. 
And  love  their  king  and  country  out  of  spite  : 
Another  writes  because  his  father  writ, 
And  proves  himself  a  bastard  by  his  wit. 

Has  Lico  learning,  humour,  thought  profound? 
Neither:  why  write  then?  he  wants  twenty  pound! 
His  belly,  not  his  brains,  this  impulse  give; 
He'll  grow  immortal,  for  he  caimot  live  : 
lie  rubs  his  awful  front,  and  takes  his  ream, 
A\  ith  no  provision  made,  but  of  his  theme  : 
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Perhaps  a  title  has  his  fancy  sniit, 

Or  a  quaint  motto,  which  he  thinks  has  wit  : 

He  writes,  in  inspiration  puts  his  trust,         [just : 

Though  wronghis  thoughts, the  gods  will  make  them 

Genius  directly  trom  the  gods  descends. 

And  who  by  labour  would  distrust  his  friends  ? 

Thus  having  reasoii'd  with  consummate  skill, 

In  immortality  he  dips  his  (juill  ; 

And,  since  blank  paper  is  denied  the  press, 

He  mingles  the  whole  alphabet  by  guess ; 

In  various  sets,  which  various  words  compose. 

Of  which  he  hopes  mankind  the  meaning  knows. 

So  sounds  spontaneous  from  the  sibyl  broke. 
Dark  to  herself  the  wonders  v,  hich  she  spoke ; 
The  priests  found  out  the  meaning  if  they  could, 
And  nations  stared  at  what  none  understood. 

Clodio  dress'd,  danced,  drank,  visited, (the whole 
And  great  concern  of  an  immortal  soul!) 
Oft  have  I  said,  '  Awake  !  exist !  and  strive 
For  birth !   nor  think  to  loiter  is  to  live!' 
As  oft  I  overheard  the  demon  say, 
^l\ho  daily  met  the  loiterer  in  his  way,      [replies, 
'  I  "II  meet  thee,  youth!    at  \\  lute's.'     The  youth 
'  I  "II  meet  thee  there;  ;'  and  talis  his  sacrilice : 
His  fortune  squanderd,  leaves  his  virtue  bare 
To  every  bribe,  and  iilind  to  every  snare. 
Clodio  for  bread  his  indolence  must  quit, 
Or  turn  a  soldier,  or  commence  a  wit. 
Such  heroes  have  we  !   all  but  life  they  stake  ; 
How  mustS|)ain  tremble,  and  the  German  shake! 
Such  writers  have  we  !   all  but  sense  they  print ; 
Ken  (ieorge's  praise  is  dated  from  the  Mint. 
In  arms  contemptible,  in  arts  profane, 
Such  swords,  such  pens,  disgrace  a  monarch's  reign. 
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Reform  your  lives  before  ye  thus  aspire, 
And  steal  (for  you  can  steal)  celestial  fire. 

0  the  just  contrast !  O  the  beauteous  strife ! 
'Twixt  their  cool  writings  and  Pindaric  life  : 
They  write  witli  phlegm,  butthen  they  live  with  fire; 
They  cheat  the  lender,  and  their  works  the  buyer. 

1  reverence  misfortune,  not  deride  ; 
I  pity  poverty,  but  laugh  at  pride : 

For  who  so  sad  but  must  some  mirth  confess 
At  gay  Castrucliio's  miscellaneous  dress? 
Though  there 's  but  one  of  the  dull  works  he  wrote. 
There's  ten  editions  of  his  old  laced  coat. 

These,  Nature's  commoners,  who  want  a  home. 
Claim  the  wide  world  for  their  majestic  dome; 
They  make  a  private  study  of  the  street. 
And,  looking  full  on  every  man  they  meet. 
Run  souse  against  his  chaps,  who  stands  amazed 
To  find  they  did  not  see,  but  only  gazed. 
How  must  these  bards  be  rapp'd  into  the  skies ! 
You  need  not  read,  you  feel  their  ecstasies. 

Will  they  persist?  'tis  madness.     Lintot,  run. 
See  them  confined. — '  O,  that's  already  done.' 
Most,  as  by  leases,  by  the  works  they  print. 
Have  took,  for  life,  possession  of  the  Mint. 
If  you  mistake,  and  pity  these  poor  men; 
'  Est  uluhris,'  they  cry,  and  write  again. 

Such  wits  their  nuisance  manfully  expose, 
And  then  pronounce  just  judges  learning's  foes. 
O  frail  conclusion  !  the  reverse  is  true  ; 
If  foes  to  learning,  they  'd  be  friends  to  you : 
Treat  them,  ye  judges  !  with  an  honest  scorn  : 
And  weed  the  cockle  from  the  generous  corn : 
There's  true  good  nature  in  your  disrespect; 
Injustice  to  the  good,  the  bad  neglect: 
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For  immortality  if  hardships  plead. 

It  is  not  theirs  who  write,  but  ours  who  read. 

But,  O  !  what  wisdom  can  convince  a  fool 
But  that  'tis  dulness  to  conceive  him  dull  ? 
'Tis  sad  experience  takes  the  censor's  part, 
Conviction  not  from  reason,  but  from  smart. 

A  virgin  author,  recent  from  the  press. 
The  sheets  yet  wet,  applauds  his  great  success; 
Surveys  them, reads  thim, takes  their  charms  to  bed. 
Those  in  his  hand,  and  glory  in  his  head; 
Tis  joy  too  great ;  a  fever  of  delight ! 
His  heart  beats  thick,  nor  close  his  eyes  all  night; 
But  rising  the  next  morn  to  clasp  his  fame, 
He  finds  that  without  sleeping  he  could  dream. 
So  sparks,  they  say,  take  goddesses  to  bed. 
And  find  next  day  the  Devil  in  their  stead. 

In  vain  advertisements  the  town  oerspread  ; 
They're  epitaphs,  and  say  '  the  work  is  dead.' 
Who  press  for  fame,  i)ut  small  recruits  will  raise; 
Tis  volunteers  alone  can  give  the  bays. 

A  famous  author  visits  a  great  man. 
Of  his  immortal  work  displays  the  plan. 
And  says,  '  Sir,  I'm  your  friend  ;  all  fear  dismiss; 
Your  glory,  and  my  own,  shall  live  by  this; 
Your    |»ower   is    fix'd,    your    fame  through  time 

convey  (I, 
And  Britain  |-Lur<ip(;'s  (picen — if  1  am  paid.' 
A  statesman  has  his  answer  in  a  trice; 
'  Sir,  such  a  genius  is  beyond  all  price ; 
\\  hat  man  can  pay  for  this?' — Away  he  turns, 
His  work  is  folded,  and  his  bosom  burns: 
llis  patron  he  will  patronize  no  more, 
iJut  rushes  like  a  tempest  out  of  <loor. 

T  2 
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Lost  is  the  patriot,  and  extinct  his  name  ! 
Out  conies  the  piece,  another,  and  the  same ; 
For  A,  his  niasiic  pen  evokes  an  O, 
And  turns  tlie  ti(K'  of  l-'urope  on  the  foe: 
He  rams  his  (jiiill  with  scandal  and  with  scoti', 
But  'tis  so  very  tbul,  it  won't  go  ott": 
Dreadful  his  thunders,  while  unprinted,  roar, 
But  when  once  publish'd,  they  are  heard  no  more: 
Thus  distant  bugbears  fright;  but  nearer  draw, 
The  block's  a  block,  and  turns  to  mirth  your  awe. 

Can  those  oblige  whose  heads  and  hearts  are 
No:  every  party's  tainted  by  their  touch,   [such? 
Infected  persons  fly  each  public  place, 
And  none,  or  enemies  alone,  embrace : 
To  the  foul  fiend  their  every  passion 's  sold  ; 
They  love  and  hate,  extempore,  for  gold. 
What  image  of  their  fury  can  we  form? 
Dulness  and  rage,  a  puddle  in  a  storm. 
Rest  they  in  peace?   If  you  are  pleased  to  buy, 
To  swell  your  sails,  like  Lapland  winds  they  fly. 
Write  they  with  rage?  the  tempest  quickly  flags; 
A  state  Ulysses  tames  them  with  his  bags  : 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  Turk,  Pagan,  Jew, 
Tor  Christian  ministers  of  state  are  few. 

Behind  the  curtain  lurks  the  fountain-head. 
That  pours  his  politics  through  pipes  of  lead. 
Which  far  and  near  ejaculate  and  spout. 
O'er  tea  and  coftee,  poison  to  the  rout ; 
But  when  they  have  bespatter'd  all  they  may. 
The  statesman  throws  his  filthy  squirts  away! 

With  golden  forceps  these  another  takes. 
And  state  elixirs  of  the  vipers  makes. 

The  richest  statesman  wants  wherewith  to  pay 
A  servile  sycophant,  if  well  they  weigh 
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How  much  it  costs  the  wretch  to  be  so  base  ; 
Nor  can  the  greatest  powers  enough  disgrace, 
Enough  chastise,  such  prostitute  applause, 
If  well  thev  weigh  how  much  it  stains  their  cause. 

But  are  our  writers  ever  in  the  wrong? 
Does  virtue  ne'er  seduce  the  venal  tongue? 
Yes  ;  if  well  bribed,  for  Virtue's  self  they  fight; 
Still  in  the  wrong,  tiiough  champions  for  the  right : 
AVhoe'er  their  crimes  for  interest  only  quit, 
Sin  on  in  virtue,  and  good  deeds  commit. 

Nought  but  inconstancy  Britannia  meets. 
And  broken  faitli  in  their  abandon'd  sheets. 
From  the  same  hand  how  various  is  the  page ! 
What  civil  war  their  brother  pamphlets  wage! 
Tracts  battle  tracts,  self-contradictions  glare; 
Say,  is  this  lunacy? — 1  wish  it  were. 
If  such  our  writers,  startled  at  the  sight, 
Telons  may  bless  their  stars  they  cannot  write  ! 

How  justly  Proteus'  transmigrations  fit 
The  monstrous  changes  of  a  modern  Wit! 
Now  such  a  gentle  stream  of  eloquence, 
As  seldom  rises  to  the  verge  of  sense  ; 
Now,  by  mad  rage,  transform'd  into  a  flame. 
Which  yet  tit  engines,  well  applied,  can  tame  ; 
Now,  on  immodest  trash,  tin  swine  obscene 
Invites  the  Town  to  sup  at  Drury  Lane  ; 
A  dreadful  lion,  now  he  roars  at  [)ower, 
Which  sends  him  to  his  brothers  at  the  Tower  ; 
He's  now  a  serpent,  and  his  double  tongue 
Salutes,  nay  licks,  the  feet  of  those  he  stung. 
\A'hat  knot  can  bind  him,  his  evasion  such? 
One  knot  hv  will  deserves,  which  might  do  much. 

The  flood,  flame,  swine,  the  lion,  and  the  snake. 
Those  five-fold  monsters  modern  authors  make. 
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The  snake  reigns  most;  snakes,  Pliny  says,  are  bred 
"When  the  brain's  perish'ii  in  a  human  head. 
Ye  grovehng,    tnxUlen,   whipp'd,  stripp'd,  turn- 
coat things, 
Made  np  of  venom,  vohnnes,  stains,  and  stings! 
Thrown  from  tlie  tree  of  knowledge,  like  you,  cursed 
To  scribbh'  in  the  dust,  was  snake  the  first. 

Wliat  if  the  figure  should  in  fact  prove  true  ? 
It  did  in  lllkanah  ",  why  not  in  you? 
Poor  KIkanali,  all  other  changes  pass'd, 
Por  bread  in  Smithfield  dragons  hiss'd  at  last, 
Spit  streams  of  fire  to  make  the  butchers  gape, 
And  found  his  manners  suited  to  his  shape. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  talents  misapplied  ; 
So  lived  your  prototype,  and  so  he  died. 
The'  abandoii'd  manners  of  our  writing  train 
May  tempt  n)ankind  to  think  religion  vain  ; 
But  in  their  fate,  their  habit,  and  their  mien. 
That  gods  there  are  is  eminently  seen  : 
Heaven  stands  absolved  by  vengeance  on  their  pen. 
And  marks  the  murderers  of  fame  from  men  : 
Through  meagre  jaws  they  draw  their  venal  breath, 
As  ghastly  as  their  brothers  in  Macbeth  : 
Their  feet  through  faithless  leather  meet  the  dirt. 
And  oftener  changed  their  principles  than  shirt : 
The  transiiMit  vestments  of  these  frugal  men 
Hasten  to  paper  for  our  mirth  again  : 
Too  soon  (O  merry,  melancholy  fate !) 
They  beg  in  rhyme,  and  warble  through  a  grate  : 
The  man  lampoon'd,  forgets  it  at  the  sight; 
The  friend  through  pity  gives,  the  foe  through  spite ; 
And  though  full  conscious  of  his  injured  purse, 
Lintot  relents,  Tjor  Curll  can  wish  them  worse. 

'   ElkanaU  Settle,  the  citj  poet. 
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So  fare  the  men  who  writers  dare  commence 
Without  their  patent,  probity  and  sense. 

From  these  their  pohtics  our  quidnuncs  seek, 
And  Saturday's  the  learning  of  the  week  : 
These  labouring  wits,  like  paviers,  raendourways 
With  heavy,  huge,  repeated,  Hat  essays;      [dull, 
Ham  their  coarse  nonsense  down,  though  ne'er  so 
And  hem  at  every  thump  upon  your  scull: 
These  stanch-bred  writing  hounds  begin  the  cry. 
And  honest  Tolly  echoes  to  the  lie. 
O  how  1  lauffh  wlien  I  a  blockhead  see 
Thanking  a  villain  for  his  probity  ; 
M'ho  stretches  out  a  most  respectful  ear, 
"With  snares  for  woodcocks  in  his  holy  leer: 
It  tickles  through  my  soul  to  hear  the  cock's 
Sincere  encomium  on  his  friend  the  fox. 
Sole  patron  of  his  liberties  and  rights  ! 
AVhile  graceless  reynard  listens— till  he  bites. 

As  when  the  trumpet  sounds,  the'  o'erloaded  state 
Discharges  all  her  poor  and  proHigate, 
Crimes  of  all  kinds  dishonour'd  weapons  wield, 
And  prisons  pour  their  lillh  into  the  field  : 
Thus  Nature's  refuse,  and  tlie  dregs  of  men, 
Compose  the  black  militia  of  the  pen. 


TO  MR.  rOPE. 

rnoM  oxroiii). 


Ai.K  write  at  London;  shall  the  rage  abate 
]  I  ere,  where  it  most  should  shine,  the  Muses'  seat? 
Where,  mortal  or  immortal,  as  tiny  please, 
'J'hc  harn'd  may  choose  eternity  or  ease? 
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Has  not  a  royal  patron'  wisely  strove 
To  woo  tlie  Muse  in  her  Athenian  grove  ? 
Added  new  strings  to  her  harmonious  shell, 
A  nd  given  new  tongues  to  those  who  spoke  so  well  i 
Let  these  instruct,  with  truth's  illustrious  ray 
Awake  the  world,  and  scare  our  owls  away. 

Meanwhile,  ()  friend  !  indulge  me,  if  1  give 
Some  needful  precepts  how  to  write  and  live; 
Serious  should  be  an  author's  final  views : 
Who  write  for  pure  amusement,  ne'er  amuse. 

An  author  !  'tis  a  venerable  name  ! 
How  few  deserve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim  ! 
TJnbless'd  with  sense  above  their  peers  refined. 
Who  shall  stand  up  dictators  to  mankind? 
Nay,  who  dare  shine,  if  not  in  virtue's  cause? 
That  sole  proprietor  of  just  applause. 

Ye  restless  men  !  who  pant  for  letter'd  praise, 
With  whom  would  you  consult  to  gain  the  bays  ? — 
With  those  great  authors  whose  famed  works  you 

read  ? 
'Tis  well ;  go  then,  consult  the  laurel'd  shade. 
What  answer  will  the  laurel'd  shade  return? 
Hear  it,  and  tremble!  he  commands  you  burn 
The  noblest  works  his  envied  genius  writ. 
That  boast  of  nought  more  excellent  than  wit. 
If  this  be  true,  as  'tis  a  truth  most  dread, 
Woe  to  the  i)age  which  has  not  that  to  plead ! 
Fontaine  and  Chaucer,  dying,  wish'd  unwrote 
The  sprightliest  efforts  of  their  wanton  thought: 
Sidney  and  Waller,  brightest  sons  of  Fame, 
Condemn'd  the  charm  of  ages  to  the  flame. 
And  in  one  point  is  all  true  wisdom  cast; 
To  think  that  early  we  must  think  at  last. 
'  King  George  the  First's  betiefactiou  for  modern  languages. 
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Immortal  wits,  e'en  dead,  break  Nature's  laws, 
Injurious  still  to  Virtue's  sacred  cause; 
And  their  guilt  growing,  as  their  bodies  rot, 
(Reversed  ambition  !)  pant  to  be  forgot. 

Thus  ends  your  courted  fame  :  does  lucre  then, 
The  sacred  thirst  of  gold,  betray  your  pen  i 
In  prose  'lis  blamable,  in  verse  'tis  worse. 
Provokes  the  Muse,  extorts  Apollo's  curse; 
His  sacred  influence  never  should  be  sold; 
'Tis  arrant  simony  to  sing  for  gold : 
'Tis  immortality  should  tire  your  mind : 
Scorn  a  less  paymaster  than  all  mankind. 

If  bribes  you  seek,  know  this,  ye  writing  tribe! 
Who  writes  for  virtue  has  the  largest  bribe  : 
All's  on  the  party  of  the  virtuous  man  : 
The  good  will  surely  serve  him,  if  they  can  ; 
The  bad,  when  interest  or  ambition  guide. 
And  'tis  at  once  their  interest  and  their  pride  ; 
But  should  both  fail  to  take  him  to  their  care. 
He  boasts  a  greater  friend,  and  both  may  spare. 

Letters  to  man  uncommon  light  dispense, 
And  what  is  virtue  but  superior  sensed 
In  parts  and  learning  you  who  |)Iace  your  pride. 
Your  faults  are  crimes,  your  crimes  are  double- 
What  is  a  scandal  of  the  first  renown,         [dyed. 
But  letterd  knaves,  and  atheists  in  a  gown? 

"I'is  harder  far  to  please  than  give  ollence ; 
'Ihe  least  misconduct  damns  the  brightest  sense; 
Kach  shallow  pale,  ihat  cannot  read  your  name. 
Can  read  your  life,  and  will  be  proud  to  blame. 
Flagitious  matini  rs  make  im|)r(;ssions  deep 
On  those  that  o'er  a  page  of  Milton  sleep  : 
Nor  in  their  dulness  think  to  save  your  shame  ; 
True,  these  are  f(t'ils  ;  but  wise  men  say  the  same. 
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Wits  arc  a  despicable  race  of  men, 
If  they  confine  tlieir  talents  to  the  pen  ; 
AVhcn  the  man  shocks  us,  while  the  writer  shines. 
Our  scorn  in  life,  our  envy  in  his  lines. 
Yet,  proud  of  parts,  with  prudence  some  dispense. 
And  play  the  fool,  because  they're  men  of  sense. 
AVhat  instances  bleed  recent  in  each  thought. 
Of  men  to  ruin  by  their  genius  brought! 
Against  their  wills  what  numbers  ruin  shun. 
Purely  through  want  of  wit  to  be  undone  I 
Nature  has  shown,  by  making  it  so  rare. 
That  wit's  a  jewel  which  we  need  not  wear  : 
Of  plain  sound  sense  life's  current  coin  is  made : 
With  that  we  drive  the  most  substantial  trade. 

Prudence  protects  and  guides  us  ;  wit  betrays, 
A  splendid  source  of  ill  ten  thousand  ways  ; 
A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense, 
A  gay  prerogative  from  common  sense ; 
Unless  strong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame. 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

But  grant  your  judgment  equal  to  the  best. 
Sense  fills  your  head,  and  genius  fires  your  breast; 
Yet  still  forbear  :  your  wit  (consider  well) 
'^ris  great  to  show,  but  greater  to  conceal; 
As  it  is  great  to  seize  the  golden  prize 
Of  place  or  power,  but  greater  to  despise. 

If  still  you  languish  for  an  author's  name. 
Think  private  merit  less  than  public  fame. 
And  fancy  not  to  write  is  not  to  live  ; 
Deserve,  and  take  the  great  prerogative : 
But  ponder  what  it  is,  how  dear  'twill  cost 
To  write  one  page  which  you  may  justly  boast. 

Sense  may  be  good,  yet  not  deserve  the  press; 
Who  write,  an  awful  character  profess; 
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The  world  as  pupil  of  their  wisdom  claim, 
And  for  their  stipend  an  immortal  fame. 
Nothing  but  wliat  is  solid  or  refined 
Should  dare  ask  pid)lic  audience  of  mankind. 

Severely  weigh  your  learning  and  your  wit; 
Keep  down  your  pride  by  what  is  nobly  writ : 
No  writer,  famed  in  your  own  way,  pass  o'er ; 
Much  trust  example,  but  reHection  more  : 
IMore  had  the  ancients  writ,  tht  y  more  had  taught, 
Which  shows  some  work  is  left  for  modern  thought. 

This  wtigli'd,  perfection  know, and  known, adore, 
Toil,  burn  for  that,  but  do  not  aim  at  more  : 
Above,  beneath  it,  the  just  limits  fix, 
And  zealously  prefer  four  lines  to  six. 

Write  and  rewrite,  blot  out  and  write  again, 
And  for  its  swiftness  ne'er  applaud  your  pen  ; 
Leave  to  tlu  jockeys  that  Newmarket  praise; 
Slow  runs  the  P(  uasiis  that  wins  the  bays. 
Much  time  for  immortality  to  pay 
Is  just  and  wise;  for  less  is  thrown  away. 
Time  oidy  can  mature  the  labouring  brain; 
Time  is  the  father,  and  the  midwife  Pain  : 
The  same  good  sense  that  makes  a  man  excel. 
Still  makes  him  doubt  In;  ne'er  has  written  well. 
Downright  iuipossibililus  they  seek: 
\\  hat  man  can  lie  immortal  in  a  week? 

Kxcuse  no  fault  ;  tlioiiiili  htautii'ul,  "twill  harm  ; 
One  friult  shocks  more  than  twi  iity  biaulits  charm. 
Our  age  demands  correctness  :    Addison 
And  you  this  commendai)lf  liuit  have  done  : 
Now  writers  find,  as  once  Achilhs  found, 
TIm;  whole  is  mortal,  if  a  |)art's  unsound. 

lie  that  strikes  out,  and  strikes  not  out  the  best, 
l*()urs  lustre  iti,  anil  dignities  the  rest; 
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Give  e'er  so  little,  if  what's  right  be  there, 
AVe  praise  for  what  you  burn,  and  what  you  spare: 
Tiic  part  you  bum  snulls  sweet  before  the  shrine, 
Aiul  is  as  inccuse  to  the  part  divine. 

Nor  frequent  write, though  you  can  do  it  well; 
Men  may  too  oft,  though  not  too  much  excel ; 
A  few  good  works  gain  fame ;  more  sink  their  price ; 
Mankind  are  tickle,  and  hate  paying  twice  : 
They  granted  yon  writ  well ;  what  can  they  more. 
Unless  vou  let  them  praise  for  giving  o'er? 

Do  boldly  what  you  do,  and  let  your  page 
Smile,  if  it  smiles  ;  and  if  it  rages,  rage. 
So  faintly  Lucius  censures  and  commends, 
That  Lucius  has  no  foes,  except  his  friends. 

Let  satire  less  engage  you  than  applause  ; 
It  shows  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at  Haws. 
Is  genius  yours?  be  yours  a  glorious  end, 
Be  your  king's,  country's,  truth's,  religion's,  friend. 
The  public  glory  by  your  own  beget ; 
Hun  nations,  run  posterity,  in  debt; 
And  since  the  famed  alone  make  others  live, 
I'irst  have  that  glory  you  presume  to  give. 

If  satire  charms,  strike  faults,  but  spare  the  man  ; 
'Tis  dull  to  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoUs  whenever  charged  too  high ; 
Round  your  own  fame  the  fatal  splinters  fly. 
As  the  soft  plume  gives  swiftness  to  the  dart. 
Good  breeding  sends  the  satire  to  the  heart. 

Painters  and  surgeons  may  the  structure  scan. 
Genius  and  morals  be  with  you  the  man  : 
Defaults  in  those  alone  should  give  ofience ; 
Who  strikes  the  person  pleads  his  innocence. 
My  narrow-minded  satire  can't  extend 
To  Codrus'  form;  I'm  not  so  much  his  friend  : 
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Himself  should  publish  that  (the  world  agree) 

Before  his  works,  or  in  tlic  pillory. 

Let  him  be  black,  fair,  tall,  short,  thin,  or  fat, 

Dirty  or  clean,  1  find  no  theme  in  that. 

Is  that  calld  humour  ?  it  has  this  pretence, 

Tis  neither  virtue,  breeding,  wit,  nor  sense. 

Unless  you  boast  the  genius  of  a  Swift, 

Beware  of  humour,  the  dull  rogue's  last  shift. 

Can  others  write  like  you?  your  task  give  o'er; 
'Tis  printing  what  was  publish'd  long  before. 
If  nought  peculiar  through  your  labours  run, 
They're  duplicates,  and  twenty  are  but  one. 
Think  frequently,  think  close,  read  Nature,  turn 
Men's  manners  o'er,  and  half  your  volumes  burn. 
To  nurse  with  quick  reflection  be  your  strife. 
Thoughts  born  froni  j)resent  objects  warm  from  life : 
When  most  unsouglit  such  inspirations  rise. 
Slighted  by  fools,  and  clierisli'd  by  the  wise; 
Expect  peculiar  fame  from  these  alone  ; 
These  make  an  author,  these  are  all  your  own. 

Life,  like  their  IJibles,  coolly  men  turn  o'er, 
rience  unexperienced  children  of  threescore. 
True,  all  men  think  of  course,  as  all  men  dream. 
And  if  they  sliiihtly  think,  'tis  much  the  same. 

L«-tters  admit  not  ol  a  liali-rc.iiown  ; 
'J'liey  give  you  nothing,  or  they  give  a  crown. 
No  work  e'er  gain'd  true;  fame,  or  ever  can. 
But  what  <lid  honour  to  the  name  of  man. 

Weighty  the  subje-ct,  cogent  the  discourse  ; 
Clear  be  the  styh;,  the  very  sound  of  force ; 
Lasy  the  con<lu(;t,  simple  the  d('sii;ii, 
Striking  the  moral,  and  the  soul  divine, 
lyft  Nature  art,  and  judgment  \\]\,  exceed; 
O'er  harning  Reason  reign,  ufr  that  your  creed; 
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Thus  Virtue's  seeds  at  once,  and  laurels,  grow  ; 

Do  tluis,  and  rise  a  I'ope,  or  a  Despreaux'; 

And  when  your  <ienius  exciuisitely  shines. 

Live  up  to  the  full  lustre  of  your  lines. 

Parts  but  expose  those  men  who  virtue  quit ; 

A  fallen  anuel  is  a  fallen  wit; 

And  they  plead  Lucifer's  detested  cause. 

Who  for  hare  talents  challenge  our  applause. 

"Would  you  restore  just  honours  to  the  pen? 

Troin  able  writers  rise  to  worthy  men. 

'  AVho  's  this  with  nonsense  nonsense  would 

restrain  ? 

Who's  this  (they  cry)  so  vainly  schools  the  vain? 

Who  damns  our  trash  with  so  much  trash  replete, 

As,  three  ells  round,  iiiige  Cheyne  rails  at  meat  i' 

Shall  I  with  Bavius,  then,  my  voice  exalt, 
And  challenge  all  maidund  to  iind  one  fault? 
W  ith  huge  examens  overwhelm  my  page. 
And  darken  reason  with  dogmatic  rage? 
As  if,  one  tedious  volume  writ  in  rhyme. 
In  prose  a  duller  could  excuse  the  crime  ? 
Sure  next  to  writing,  the  most  idle  thing 
Is  gravely  to  harangue  on  what  we  sing. 

At  that  tribunal  stands  the  writing  tribe. 
Which  nothing  can  intimidate  or  bribe  : 
Time  is  the  judge;  Time  has  nor  friend  nor  foe; 
False  fame  must  wither,  and  the  true  will  grow. 
Arm'd  with  this  truth,  all  critics  I  defy; 
For  if  I  fall,  by  my  own  pen  1  die ; 
AVhile  snarlers  strive  with  proud  but  fruitless  pain, 
To  wound  immortals,  or  to  slay  the  slain. 

Sore  press'd  with  danger,  and  in  awful  dread 
Of  twenty  pamphlets  level'd  at  my  head, 

'  Moiis.  Boileua  Desprcaux. 
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Thus  have  I  forgeJ  a  buckler  in  my  brain, 
Of  recent  form,  to  serve  me  this  campaign  ! 
And  safely  hope  to  quit  tlie  dreadful  Held 
Deluged  with  ink,  and  sleep  behind  my  shield  ; 
Unless  dire  Codrus  rouses  to  the  fray 
In  all  his  might,  and  damns  me— for  a  day. 

As  turns  a  flock  of  geese,  and  on  the  green 
Poke  out  their  foolish  necks  in  awkward  spleen, 
(Ridiculous  in  rage  !)  to  hiss,  not  bite. 
So  war  their  quills  when  sons  of  Dulness  write. 
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"When  Rome,  my  lord,  in  her  full  glory  shone. 
And  great  Augustus  ruled  the  glol)e  alone  ; 
While  suppliant  kings,  in  all  (heir  pomp  and  state, 
SwarmM  in  his  courts  and  throng'd  his  palace  gate, 
Horace  did  oft  the  mighty  man  detain, 
And  sooth'd  his  breast  with  no  ignoble  strain  ; 
Now  soar'd  aloft,  now  struck  an  humbler  string, 
And  tau'j;lit  the  Roman  genius  how  to  sing. 

Pardon,  if  I  his  freedom  dare  pursue,    , 
Who  know  no  want  of  Cicsar,  finding  you; 
The  Mus(  s'fricndisplcasetl  tlic  Muse  should  press 
1'hrough  eirclirig  crowds,  and  hiixjur  for  access; 
That  partial  to  his  daiiiiiu  he  may  prove, 
And  shining  throngs  for  her  ap|)roach  remove. 
To  all  the  world  industrious  to  proclaim 
His  love  of  arts,  and  boast  the  glorious  flame. 

Long  has  the  western  world  rcclini  »1  her  head, 
Pour'd  forth  In^r  sorrcjw,  ;Mid  bewail'd  hi  r  diad  ; 

I   -2 
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Fell  Discord  tl)iou!ili  lior  borrlors  fiercely  ranged, 
Ami  shook  liir  nations,  and  her  nionarchs  changed ; 
By  laiiil  and  sea  its  utmost  rage  eniploy'd, 
Nor  Jtlcaven  repair'd  so  fast  as  men  destroy'd. 

In  vain  kind  summers  plenteous  fields  bestow'd, 
In  vain  the  vintage  liberally  flow'd ; 
Alarms  from  loaden  l)oar(ls  all  pleasure  chased. 
And  robbd  the  rich  Burgundian  grape  of  taste: 
The  smiles  of  Nature  could  no  blessing  bring, 
The  fruitful  autumn,  or  the  Hovvery  spring: 
Time  was  distingnish'd  by  the  sword  lud  spear, 
Not  by  the  various  aspects  of  the  year  ; 
The  trumpet's  sound  proclaim'd  a  milder  sky, 
And  bloodshed  told  us  when  the  Sun  was  nigh. 

But  now ,  (so  soon  is  Britain's  blessing  seen, 
When  such  as  yon  are  near  her  glorious  queen !) 
Now  Peace,  though  long  repulsed,  arrives  at  last. 
And  bids  us  smile  on  all  our  labours  past; 
Bids  every  nation  cease  her  w  onted  moan. 
And  every  n)onarch  call  his  crown  his  own : 
To  valour  gentler  virtues  now  succeed; 
No  longer  is  the  great  man  born  to  bleed: 
Renown  d  in  council,  brave  Argyle  shall  tell, 
"Wisdt/iii  and  prowess  in  one  breast  may  dwell; 
Tlirougli  milder  tracts  he  soars  to  deathless  fame, 
And  wiihuut  trembling  we  resound  his  name. 

No  more  the  rising  harvest  whets  the  sword. 
No  longer  waves  uncertain  of  its  lord  ; 
Who  cast  the  seed  the  golden  sheaf  shall  claim. 
Nor  chance  of  battle  change  the  master's  name  : 
Each  stream,  nnstain'd  with  blood,  more  smoothly 

flows. 
The  brighter  Sun  a  fuller  day  bestows ; 
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All  nature  seems  to  wear  a  cheerful  face, 
And  thank  great  Anna  for  returning  peace. 

The  patit  lit  tlius,  when  on  his  bed  of  pain 
No  longer  he  invokes  tlie  gods  in  vain, 
But  rises  to  new  life,  in  everj-  field 
He  finds  Elysiuni,  rivers  nectar  yield; 
Nothing  so  cheap  and  vulgar  but  can  please, 
And  borrow  beauties  from  his  late  disease. 

Nor  is  it  peace  alone,  but  such  a^eace 
As  more  than  bids  the  rage  of  battle  cease. 
Death  may  deteiuiine  war,  and  rest  succeed, 
'Cause  nought  survives  on  which  our  rage  may  feed ; 
In  faitl)ful  friends  we  lose  our  glorious  foes, 
And  strifes  of  love  exalt  our  sweet  repose. 
See  graceful  Boliniibroke,  your  friend,  advance. 
Nor  miss  his  Lansdown  in  the  court  of  France; 
So  well  received,  so  welcome,  so  at  home, 
(Bless'd  change  of  fate !)  in  Bourbon's  stately  dome. 
The  monarch  pleased,  descending  from  his  throne. 
Will  not  that  Anna  call  liiin  all  her  own; 
He  claims  a  part;   and  hiokinn  round  to  find 
Something  miulit  speak  tlu  fulness  of  his  mind, 
A  diamond  shines,  w  liichcjlt  had  touchd  hiui  near, 
Renew'd  his  grief,  and  robb'd  him  of  a  tear  ; 
Now  first  with  joy  beheld,  well  placed  on  one 
Who  makes  him  less  regret  his  darling  son  : 
So  dear  is  Anna's  minister,  so  great 
Your  glorious  liitnd  in  his  own  pri\ate  state. 

To  uiak(-  our  nalious  li)n(;(.r  two,  in  vain 
Docs  N.itinc  niltrposc  the  raging  uiaiu  ; 
The  (<allic  shore  to  distaut  liiihiin  throws, 
I'or  Lewis,  Thames;   the  Siine  for  Anna  flows: 
I'rom  conflicts  past  each  other's  worth  we  find. 
And  thence  in  stricter  frieii<Iship  now  are  Join'd; 
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I'lich  wound  loceivcd  now  pleads  the  cause  of  love, 
And  tbiin(>r  injuries  eiideiirnicnts  prove. 
"What  l?riton  hut  must  prize  tlie' illustrious  sword, 
That  cause  of  fear  to  Churchill  could  afford  ^ 
AVho  sworn  to  Uourbon's  sceptre,  hut  must  frame 
Vast  thoughts  ofhini  that  could  hraveTallard  tame? 
Thus  generous  hatred  in  affection  ends. 
And  war  which  raised  the  foes,  completes  the 

friends. 
A  thousand  happy  consequences  flow, 
(The  dazzling  prospect  makes  my  bosouj  glow) 
Commerce  shall  lift  her  swelling  sails,  and  roll 
Her  wealthy  fleets  secure  from  pole  to  pole. 
The  British  merchant,  who,  with  care  and  pain, 
For  many  moons  sees  only  skies  and  main, 
When  now,  in  view  of  his  loved  native  shore, 
The  perils  of  the  dreadful  ocean  o'er, 
Cause  to  regret  his  wealth  no  more  shall  find, 
Nor  curse  the  mercy  of  the  sea  and  wind; 
By  hardest  fate  condemn'd  to  serve  a  foe, 
And  give  him  strength  to  strike  a  deeper  blow. 
Sweet  Philomela  providently  flies 
To  distant  woods  and  streams  for  such  supplies, 
To  feed  her  young,  and  make  them  try  the  wing. 
And  with  their  tender  notes  attempt  to  sing: 
Meanwhile  the  fowler  spreads  his  secret  snare. 
And  renders  vain  the  tuneful  mother's  care. 
Britannia's  bold  adventurer,  of  late, 
The  foaming  ocean  plough'd  with  etpial  fate. 
Goodness  is  greatness  in  its  utmost  height. 
And  power  a  curse,  if  not  a  friend  to  right. 
To  conquer  is  to  make  dissension  cease. 
That  man  may  serve  the  King  of  kings  in  peace. 
Heligion  now  shall  all  her  rays  dispense. 
And  shiiie  abroad  in  perfect  excellence  ; 
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Else  may  we  dread  some  greater  curse  at  hand. 
To  scourge  a  thoughtless  and  ungrateful  laud. 
Now  M  ar  is  wearv,  and  retired  to  rest; 
The  meagre  Fannne,  and  the  spotted  Pest, 
Deputed  in  her  stead,  may  blast  the  day, 
And  swee|)  the  relics  ot  the  swurd  away. 

"When  peaceful  Nuu)a  till'd  the  Roman  throne, 
Jove  in  the  fulness  of  his  glory  shone. 
Wise  Solomon,  a  stranger  to  the  sword, 
^\  as  born  to  raise  a  temple  to  the  Lord. 
Anne,  too,  shall  build,  and  every  sacred  pile 
Speak  peace  eternal  to  Britannia's  isle. 
Those  nullity  souls,  whom  military  care 
Diverted  from  their  only  great  adair, 
Shall  bend  their  full  united  force,  to  bless 
The' Almighty  Author  of  their  late  success. 
And  what  is  all  the  world  subdued  to  this? 
The  grave  sets  bounds  to  sublunary  bliss. 
But  there  are  conquests  to  great  Anna  known. 
Above  the  splendour  of  an  earthly  throne; 
Conquests!   whose  triumph  is  too  great,  within 
The  scanty  bounds  of  matter  to  begin  ; 
Too  glorious  to  shine  forth,  till  it  has  run 
Beyond  this  darkness  of  the  stars  and  sun. 
And  shall  whole  ages  past  be  still,  stdl  but  begun. 

Heroic  shades!   whom  uar  has  swept  away. 
Look  down  and  smile  on  this  auspicious  day; 
Now  boast  your  deaths,  to  those  yijur  glory  tell, 
AVho  or  at  Agincourl  or  (.^essy  fell, 
Then  deep  into  eternity  retire  ; 
Of  greater  things  than  peace  or  war  iiupiiie; 
I'ully  content,  and  unconcern'd  to  know 
^VIlat  lurlher  passes  in  the  world  below. 
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The  bravest  of  mankind  shall  now  have  leave 
To  dio  hnt  once,  nor  piecemeal  seek  the  grave : 
On  gain  or  pleasure  bent,  we  shall  not  meet 
Sad  niolancholy  numbers  in  each  street, 
(Owniirs  of  l)ones  dispersed  on  Flandria's  plain. 
Or  wasting  in  the  bottom  of  the  main). 
To  turn  us  back  from  joy,  in  tender  fear 
Lest  it  an  insult  of  their  woes  appear,  [blood 

And  make  us  grudge  ourselves  that  wealth  their 
Perhaps  preserved,  who  starve  or  beg  for  food. 
Devotion  shall  run  pure,  and  disengage 
From  that  strange  fate  of  mixing  peace  with  rage, 
On  Heaven  without  a  sin  we  now  may  call, 
And  guiltless  to  our  Maker  prostrate  fall ; 
13e  Christians  while  we  pray ;  nor  in  one  breath 
Ask  mercy  for  ourselves,  for  others  death. 

But,  O  !  I  view  with  transport  arts  restored, 
Which  double  use  to  Britain  shall  aftbrd. 
Secure  her  glory  purchased  in  the  field, 
And  yet  for  future  peace  sweet  motives  yield  ; 
While  we  contemplate,  on  the  painted  wall. 
The  pressing  Briton  and  the  tlying  Gaul, 
In  such  bright  images,  such  living  grace. 
As  leave  great  Ilaphael  but  the  second  place ; 
Our  cheeks  shall  glow,  our  heaving  bosoms  rise, 
And  martial  ardours  sparkle  in  our  eyes  ; 
Much  we  shall  triumph  in  our  battles  past. 
And  yet  consent  those  battles  prove  our  last; 
Lest,  while  in  arms  for  brighter  fame  we  strive. 
We  lose  the  means  to  keep  that  fame  alive. 

In  silent  groves  the  birds  delight  to  sing, 
Or  near  the  margin  of  a  secret  spring : 
!Now  all  is  calm,  sweet  music  shall  improve. 
Nor  kindle  rage,  but  be  the  nurse  of  love. 
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But  what's  the  warbling  voice,  the  trembling 
string, 
Or  breathing  canvass,  when  the  Muses  sing? 
The  Muse,  my  lord,  your  care  above  the  rest. 
With  rising  joy  dilates  my  partial  breast. 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  ceased  to  roar. 
Ere  Greece  her  godlike  poets  taught  to  soar; 
Rome's  dreadful  foe,  great  Hannibal !  was  dead. 
And  all  her  warlike  neighbours  round  her  bled: 
For  Janus  shut  her  I6  Pecans  rung. 
Before  an  Ovid  or  a  Virgil  sung. 

A  thousand  various  forms  the  Muse  may  wear, 
(A  thousand  various  forms  become  the  fair) 
But  shines  in  none  with  more  majestic  mien. 
Than  when  in  state  she  draws  the  purple  scene. 
Calls  forth  her  monarchs,  bids  her  heroes  rage, 
Aind  mourning  Beauty  melt  the  crowded  stage ; 
Charms  back  past  ages,  gives  to  Britain's  use 
The  noblest  virtues  time  did  e'er  produce ; 
Leaves  famed  historians'  boasted  art  behind  ; 
They  keep  the  soul  alone,  and  that's  confined. 
Sought  out  with  pains,  and  but  by  proxy  speaks; 
The  hero's  presence  deep  impression  makes; 
The  scenes  his  soul  and  body  reunite, 
Furnish  a  voice,  produce  him  to  the  sight; 
Make  our  contemporary  him  that  stood 
High  in  ri'uown,  perhaps  before  the  flood  ; 
Make  \(;stor  to  this  age  advice  atlord. 
And  Hector  for  our  service!  draw  his  sword. 

More  glory  to  an  author  what  can  Ijring, 
Whence  nobler  service  to  his  country  spring, 
Than  from  those  labours  which,  in  man's  despite. 
Possess  him  with  a  passion  for  the  right ; 
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\\i{\\  honest  magic  nuike  tho  knave  inclined 
To  pay  devotion  to  tlie  vii  tuoiis  mind  ; 
Tlirongh  all  lier  toils  and  dangers  bid  him  rove, 
And  with  her  wants  and  anguish  fall  in  love? 
Who  hears  the  gofllike  Montezuma  groan, 
And  docs  not  wish  the  glorious  pain  his  own  ? 
Lend  but  your  understamling,  and  their  skill 
Can  domineer  at  pleasure  o'er  your  will: 
Nor  is  the  short-lived  conquest  (|uickly  pass'd  ; 
Shame,  it'  not  choice,  will  hold  the  convert  fast. 

How  often  have  I  seen  the  generous  bowl 
With  pleasing  force  unlock  a  secret  soul, 
And  steal  a  truth,  which  every  sober  hour 
(The  prose  of  hfe)  had  kept  within  her  power? 
The  grape  victorious  often  has  prevailed, 
When  gold  and  beauty,  racks  and  tortures,  fail'd : 
Yet  when  the  sj>irit's  tumult  was  allay'd. 
She  mourn'd,  perhaps,  the  sentiment  betray'd  ; 
But  mourn'd  too  late,  nor  longer  could  deny. 
And  on  her  own  confession  charge  the  lie. 
Thus  they,  whom  neither  the  prevailing  love 
Of  goodness  here,  or  mercy  fronj  above, 
Or  tear  of  future  pains,  or  human  laws, 
Could  render  advocates  in  Virtue's  cause. 
Caught  by  the  scene,  have  unawares  resign'd 
Their  wonted  disposition  of  the  mind  : 
By  slow  degrees  prevails  the  pleasing  tale. 
As  circling  glasses  on  our  senses  steal, 
Till  throughly  by  the  Muses'  bancjuet  warm'd. 
The  passions  tossing,  all  the  soul  alarm'd. 
They  turn  mere  zealots,  Hush'd  with  glorious  ruge. 
Rise  in  their  seats,  and  scarce  forbear  the  stage, 
Assistance  to  wrong'd  innocence  to  bring. 
Or  turn  the  poniard  on  some  tyrant  king. 
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How  can  they  cool  to  villains?  how  subside 

To  dregs  of  vice,  tVoin  such  a  godlike  pride? 

To  spoiling  orphans  how  to-day  return, 

Who  wept  last  niiiht  to  see  Monimia  mourn? 

In  this  gay  school  of  v  irtue  whom  so  fit 

To  govern  and  control  the  world  of  wit 

AsTalbot,  Lansdown's  friend,  has  Britain  known  t 

Him  polish'd  Italy  has  call'd  her  own  ; 

He  in  tlie  lap  of  Elegance  was  bred, 

And  traced  the  Muses  to  tiieir  fountainhead; 

But  much  we  hope  he  will  enjoy  at  home 

What's  nearer  ancient  than  the  nio«lern  Rome. 

Nor  fear  I  mention  of  the  court  i>f  I'rance, 

When  1  the  Uritish  genius  would  advance  : 

There,  too,  has  Shrewsbury  improved  his  taste. 

Yet  still  we  dare  invite  him  to  our  feast. 

For  Corneille's  sake  I  shall  my  thoughts  suppress 

Of  Oroonoko,  and  presume  him  less: 

What  though  we  wron<>  him  (   Isabella's  woe 

M  aters  those  bays  that  shall  lor  ever  grow. 

Our  foes  confess,  noi  we  the  |)raise  refuse. 
The  drama  glories  in  the  British  Muse. 
The  French  are  delicate,  and  nicely  lead 
Of  close  intrigue  the  labyrinthian  thread  : 
Our  genius  mor('  afitcts  the  graiul  than  Hue  ; 
Our  strength  can  make  the  great  plainactiou  shine; : 
They  raise  a  great  curiosity  indeed, 
From  his  dark  maze  to  se»;  the  hero  freed  ; 
We  rouse  the'  alhctmns,  and  that  hero  show 
(iaspiiig  l)enealli  some  formidable  blow  : 
They  sigh  ;  we  weep  :  the  (jallic  doubt  and  care 
We  heighten  into  terror  and  despair; 
Strike  home,  the  strongest  passions  boldly  touch. 
Nor  fear  our  audience  should  be  pleased  too  much. 

4'j.  X 
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AA'liat's  great  in  natiiro  wc  can  greatly  draw, 

INor  thank  for  beauties  the  dramatic  law. 

The  fate  of  C.csar  is  a  tale  too  ])hiiii 

The  tickle  (iallic  taste  to  entertain  ; 

Their  art  would  liave  perplex'd,  and  interwove 

The  gold(!n  arras  with  gay  tlowers  of  love : 

We  know  Heaven  made  iiim  a  far  greater  man 

Than  any  Caesar  in  a  human  plan  ; 

And  such  we  draw  him,  nor  are  too  refined 

To  stand  atfected  with  what  Heaven  design'd. 

To  claim  attention,  and  the  heart  invade, 

Shakspearebutwrotetheplay  the' Almighty  made: 

Our  neighbour's  stage  art  too  barefaced  betrays  ; 

'Tis  great  Corneille  at  every  scene  we  praise: 

On  Nature's  surer  aid  Britannia  calls  ; 

None  think  of  Shakspeare  till  the  curtain  fulls  ; 

Then,  with  a  sigh,  returns  our  audience  home. 

From  Venice,  I'^gypt,  Persia,  Greece,  or  Rome. 

France  yields  not  to  the  glory  of  our  lines. 
But  manly  conduct  of  our  strong  designs  ; 
That  oft  they  think  more  justly  we  must  own; 
Not  ancient  (Jreece  a  truer  sense  has  shown  : 
Greece  thought  but  justly,  they  think  justly  too; 
We  sometimes  err,  by  striving  more  to  do. 
So  well  are  Racine's  meanest  persons  taught, 
But  change  a  sentiment  you  make  a  fault: 
Nor  dare  we  charge  them  with  the  want  of  flame  : 
When  we  boast  more,  we  own  ourselves  to  blame. 

And  yet  in  Shakspeare  something  still  1  find 
That  makes  me  less  esteem  all  humankind; 
He  made  one  nature,  and  another  found; 
Both  in  his  page  with  master-strokes  abound : 
His  witches,  fairies,  and  enchanted  isle. 
Bid  us  no  longer  at  our  nurses  smile. 
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Of  lost  historians  we  almost  complain. 
Nor  think  it  the  creation  of  his  brain. 
■\Vho  lives  when  his  Othello's  in  a  trance? 
"With  his  great  Talbot',  too,  he  eonquer'd  France. 

Long  may  \ve  hope  brave  Talbot's  blood  will  run 
la  great  descendants  ;  Shakspeare  has  but  one  ; 
And  him,  my  lord,  |)ermit  me  not  to  name. 
But  in  kind  silence  spare  his  rival's  shame  : — 
Yet  I  in  vain  that  author  would  suppress  : 
"\^'liat  cant  be  greater,  cannot  be  made  less  : 
Each  reader  will  defeat  my  fruitless  aim, 
And  to  himself  great  Agamemnon  name,    [smile, 
Should  Shakspeare  rise,  unbless'd  with  Talbot's 
E'en  Shakspeare's  self  would  curse  this  barren  isle : 
But  if  that  reigning  star  propitious  shine. 
And  kindly  mix  his  gentle  rays  with  thine, 
E'en  I,  by  far  the  meanest  of  your  age, 
Shall  not  repent  my  passion  for  the  stage. 

Thus  did  the  will-almighty  disallow, 
No  human  force  could  pluck  the  gohlen  bough, 
AVhieh  left  the  tree  with  ease  at  .love's  command, 
And  spared  the  labour  of  the  weakest  hand. 

Auspicious  fate  !  that  gives  me  leave  to  write 
To  you  the  Muse's  glory  and  delight, 
AVIlo  know  to  read,  nor  false  encomiums  raise. 
Anil  mortify  an  author  with  your  praise. 
Praise  wounds  a  nobU;  mind  when  'tis  not  due  ; 
But  censur«''s  self  will  please,  my  lord,  fron)  you. 
I'aults  are  our  pride  and  gain,  when  you  descend 
'J'o  point  them  out,  and  teach  us  how  to  mend. 
"What  though  the  great  man  set  his  coH'ers  wide, 
'I'hat  cannot  gratify  the  poet's  pride, 

'   All  ancohU)!- of  llie  Duke  of  Slircwhl)iin,  wlio  conquered 
l-'rancf,  drawn  by  Sliakspeare. 
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"Whose  inspiration,  if'tis  truly  good, 

Is  best  rewarded  when  best  understood! 

The  Muses  write  tor  glory,  not  tor  gold; 

'Tis  far  beneath  their  nature  to  be  sold: 

The  greatest  gain  is  scorn'd,  but  as  it  serves 

To  speak  a  sense  of  what  the  Muse  deserves; 

TheM  use, which  from  lierLausdown  tears  no  wrong, 

Best  judge,  as  well  as  subject,  of  her  song. 

Should  this  great  theme  allure  me  further  still, 

And  I  presume  to  use  your  patience  ill, 

The  world  would  plead  my  cause,  and  none  butyou 

Will  take  disgust  at  what  1  now  pursue ; 

Since  what  is  mean  my  Muse  can't  raise,  I'll  choose 

A  theme  that's  able  to  exalt  my  Muse. 

For  who,  not  void  of  thought,  can  Granville 
Without  a  spark  of  his  immortal  Hame  :     [name, 
Whether  we  seek  the  patriot  or  the  friend, 
Let  13oIingbroke,  let  Anna  recommend; 
Whether  we  choose  to  love  or  to  admire, 
You  melt  the  tender,  and  the'  ambitious  tire. 

Such  native  graces  without  thought  abound, 
And  such  familiar  glories  spread  around. 
As  more  incline  the  stander-by  to  raise 
His  value  for  himself,  than  you  to  praise. 
Thus  you  befriend  the  most  heroic  way. 
Bless  all,  on  none  an  obligation  lay ; 
So  turn'd  by  Nature's  hand  for  all  that's  well, 
'Tis  scarce  a  virtue  when  you  most  excel. 

Though  sweet  your  presence,  graceful  is  your 
You  to  be  hap|)y  want  not  to  be  seen  ;       [mien  ; 
Though  prized  in  public,  you  can  smile  alone, 
Ts'or  court  an  approbation  but  your  own  : 
Jn  throngs,  not  conscious  of  those  eyes  that  gaze 
If)  wonder  fix'd,  though  resolute  to  please, 
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You,  were  all  blind,  would  still  deserve  applause  ; 
The  world  's  your  glory's  witness,  not  its  cause  ; 
That  lies  beyond  the  limits  of  the  day, 
Angels  behold  it,  and  tlieir  («od  obey. 

You  take  dehght  in  others"  excellence, 
A  gift  wiiich  Nature  rarely  does  dispense: 
Of  all  that  breathe,  'tis  you,  perhaps,  alone 
^Vould  be  well  pleased  to  see  yourself  outdone; 
You  wish  not  tiiosc,  who  show  your  name  respect, 
So  little  worth  as  might  excuse  neglect ; 
Nor  are  in  pain  lest  merit  you  should  know. 
Nor  shun  the  well-deserver  as  a  foe : 
A  troublesome  acquaintance,  that  will  claim 
To  be  well  used,  or  dye  your  cheek  with  shame. 

You  wish  your  country's  good;  that  tohl,  so  well 
Your  powers  are  known,  the'  event  1  need  not  tell. 
When  Nestor  spoke,  none  ask'd  if  he  prevail'd; 
That  god  of  sweet  persuasion  never  fail'd  : 
And  such  great  fame  had  Hector's  valour  wroughf, 
\N  iio  meant  he  concpier'd,  oidy  said — he  fought. 

\\  lien  you,  my  Lord,  to  silvan  scenes  retreat 
(No  crowds  around  for  i)h-asurc  or  for  state), 
You  are  not  cast  upon  a  stranger  land, 
And  wander  pensive  o'er  tlie  barren  strand  ; 
Nor  are  you  by  received  example  taught. 
In  toys  to  shun  the  (Uscipline  of  thought  ; 
Uut,  unconHned  by  boiuids  of  time  and  |)lace, 
\  oil  choose  coMipanions  tVoni  all  liiiiiian  race; 
("<>nvers(;  with  tiiosc  (he  deluge  swept  away, 
Or  those  whose  uiidnigiit  is  Hiilannia's  day. 

l>ot)ks  not  sr>  much  inform,  as  give  consent 
'l\)  those  ideas  yonr  own  thoughts  present; 
Your  only  gain,  from  turning  volumes  o'er, 
Is  finding  cause  to  like  yotirself  the  more. 

\  1 
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Ill  Grecian  sages  you  are  only  taught 
"\^'ith  more  respect  to  value  your  own  thought. 
(^reatTulIy  grew  iiiiuiortal,  wliilc  he  drew 
Those  precepts  we  beliohl  alive  in  you. 
Your  lite  is  so  adjusted  to  their  schools, 
It  makes  that  history  they  meant  for  rules. 
What  joy,  what  pleasing  transport,  must  arise 
Within  your  breast,  and  litt  you  to  the  skies, 
When  in  each  learned  page  that  you  unfold, 
You  find  some  part  of  your  own  conduct  told! 
So  pleased,  and  so  surprised,  iEneas  stood. 
And  such  triumphant  raptures  tired  his  blood, 
When  far  from  Trojan  shores  the  hero  spied 
ilis  story  shining  forth  in  all  its  pride  ; 
Admired  himself,  and  saw  his  actions  stand 
The  praise  and  wonder  of  a  foreign  land. 

He  knows  not  half  his  being  who's  confined 
In  converse,  and  reflection  on  mankind  : 
Your  soul,  which  understands  her  charter  well, 
Disdains  imprisond  by  those  skies  to  dwell; 
Ranges  eternity  without  the  leave 
Of  death,  nor  waits  the  passage  of  the  grave. 

When  pains  eternal,  and  eternal  bliss. 
When  these  high  cares  your  weary  thought  dismiss. 
In  heavenly  numbers  you  your  soul  unbend, 
And  for  your  ease  to  deathless  fame  descend. 
Ye  kings!   would  ye  true  greatness  understand? 
Read  Seneca  grown  rich  in  Granville's  hand*. 

Behold  the  glories  of  your  life  complete! 
Still  at  a  How,  and  permanently  great; 
New  moments  shed  new  pleasures  as  they  fly, 
xVnd  yet  your  greatest  is — that  you  must  die. 

Thus  Anna  saw,  and  raised  you  to  the  seat 
Of  honour,  and  confess'd  her  servant  great; 
^  See  his  Lordship's  tragedy,  entitled.  Heroic  Love. 
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Confcss'd,  not  made  him  such;  tor  faithful  Fame 
Her  trumpets  swelTd  long  since  with  Granville's 
Though  you  in  modesty  the  title  wear,         [nanie. 
Your  name  shall  be  the  title  of  your  heir. 
Further  than  ermine  make  his  glory  known, 
And  cast  in  shades  the  favour  of  a  throne. 
From  thrones  the  lieam  of  high  distinction  springs. 
The  soul's  endowments  from  tlie  King  of  kings. 
Lo,  one  great  day  calls  forth  ten  mighty  peers ! 
Produce  ten  Granvilles  in  five  thousand  years. 
Anna  !   he  thou  content  to  lix  the  fate 
Of  various  kingdoms,  and  control  the  great; 
But,  O!  lo  bid  thy  Granville  brighter  shine! 
To  him  that  great  prerogative  resign, 
Who  the  sun's  height  can  raise  at  pleasure highei. 
His  lamp  illumine,  set  his  flames  on  fire. 

Yet  still  one  bliss,  one  glory,  I  forbear, 
A  darling  friend  whom  near  your  heart  you  wear; 
That  lovely  youth,  my  lord,  whom  you  must  blame 
That  I  grow  thus  famiHar  with  your  name. 

He's  friendly,  open,  in  his  conduct  nice; 
Nor  serve  these  virtues  to  atone  for  vice : 
Vice  he  has  none,  or  such  as  none  wish  less, 
But  friends,  indeed — good-uature  in  excess. 
You  cannot  boast  the  merit  of  a  choice 
lu  making  him  your  own;  'twas  Nature's  voice. 
Which  call'd  too  loud  by  man  (o  be  withstood, 
Pleading  a  tie  far  nearer  than  by  blood  ; 
Similitude  of  manners,  such  a  mind. 
As  makes  you  less  the  wonder  of  mankind. 
Such  ease  his  common  converse  recommends 
As  he  ne'er  fell  a  jtassion,  but  his  friend's; 
Yet  fix'd  his  jirinciples  beyond  the  force 
or  rill  Ix-nj-ath  \\n-  Sun  to  bend  his  coursed 
•*  His  lorJ.iliii>')i  nrpli'-w,  wlm  iduk  oidns. 
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Thus  the  tall  cedar,  beautiful  and  fan', 
Fiatti  IS  th(!  motions  of  the  wanton  air, 
Salutes  each  passiu'j,  hroeze  with  head  reclined, 
The  pliant  branches  dance  in  every  wind ; 
But  iix'd  the  stem,  her  upright  state  maintains, 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  north  disdains. 
How  arc  ye  bless'd  in  such  a  matchless  friend ! 
Alas!  with  me  the  Joys  of  friendship  end. 

0  Harrison  !    1  must,  I  will  complain  ; 

Tears  sooth  the  soul's  distress,   though  shed  in 

vain. 
Didst  thou  return,  and  bless  thy  native  shore 
With  welcome  peace,  and  is  my  friend  no  more ! — 
Thy  task  was  early  done,  and  1  must  own 
Death  kind  to  thee,  but,  ah!  to  thee  alone. 
But  'tis  in  me  a  vanity  to  mourn, 
The  sorrows  of  the  great  thy  tomb  adorn ; 
Strafford  and  Bolingbroke  the  loss  perceive ; 
They  grieve,  and  make  thee  envied  in  thy  grave. 
AVith  aching  heart,  and  a  foreboding  mind, 

1  night  to  day  in  painful  journey  join'd, 
AVhen  first  inform'd  of  his  approaching  fate, 
But  reach'd  the  partner  of  my  soul  too  late. 
'Twas  pass'd :  his  cheek  was  cold ;  that  tuneful 

tongue, 
AVhich  Isis  charm'd  with  its  melodious  song, 
Nowlanguish'd,  wanted  strength  to  speak  his  pain. 
Scarce  raised  a  feeble  groan,  and  sunk  again  : 
Each  art  of  life,  in  which  he  bore  a  part, 
Shot  like  an  arrow  through  my  bleeding  heart. 
To  what  served  all  his  promised  wealth  and  power 
But  more  to  load  that  n)ost  unhappy  hour? 

Yet  still  prevail'd  the  greatness  of  his  mind. 
That  not  in  health,  or  life  itself,  confined, 
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Felt  through  his  mortal  pangs  Britanuia's  peace, 
Mounted  to  joy,  and  smiled  in  Death's  embrace ■•. 

His  spirit  now  just  ready  to  resign. 
No  longer  now  his  own,  no  longer  mine. 
He  grasps  my  hand,  his  swimming  eyeballs  roll ; 
My  hand  he  grasps,  and  enters  in  my  soul ; 
Theu  w ith  a  groan — '  Support  me.' — O  !  beware 
Of  holding  w  orth,  however  great,  too  dear  ! 

Pardon,  my  lord,  the  privilege  of  grief, 
That  in  untimely  freedom  seeks  relief: 
To  better  fate  your  love  1  recommend ; 
O  may  vou  never  lose  so  dear  a  friend  ! 
May  nothing  interrupt  your  happy  hours  ! 
Enjoy  the  blessings  peace  on  Europe  showers: 
Nor  yet  disdain  these  blessings  to  adorn ; 
To  make  the  Muse  immortal  you  were  born. 
Sing;  and  in  latest  time,  when  story's  dark, 
This  period  your  surviving  fame  shall  mark ; 
Save  from  the  gulf  of  years  this  glorious  age, 
And  thus  illustrate  their  historian's  page. 

The  crown  of  Spain  in  doubtful  l)alaiicc  hung. 
And  Anna  Britain  swa^'d,  when  (iranville  sung; 
That  noted  year  Europa  sheath'd  her  sword, 
When  this  great  man  was  first  saluted  Lord. 

'  The  Author  here  bewails  that  most  ingenious  jjeiilltman 
jMr.  William  Harrison,  fellow  of  New  College,  0\oa. 
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TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON   THE  TRAGEDY    OF   CATO. 

What  do  we  sec?  is  Cato  then  become 
A  greater  iiaiiH>  in  Britain  than  in  Rome? 
\)ov»  mankind  now  achnire  l)is  virtncs  m6re ; 
'J'liough  Lucan,  Horace,  Virgil,  wrote  before? 
How  will  posterity  this  truth  explain, 
*  Cato  begins  to  live  in  Anna's  reign.' 
The  world's  great  chiefs,  in  council  or  in  arms, 
liise  in  your  lines,  with  more  exalted  charms; 
Illustrious  deeds,  in  distant  nations  wrought. 
And  virtues,  by  departed  heroes  taught, 
liaise  in  your  soul  a  pure  immortal  flame. 
Adorn  your  life,  and  consecrate  your  fame. 
To  your  renown  all  ages  you  subdue. 
And  Caesar  fought  and  Cato  bled  for  you. 


TO  JOSEPH  ADDISON,  ESQ. 

SECHETAUY  TO  THEIR  EXCELLENCIES    THE    LORDS    JUSTICES 
IN  THE  YEAR  1714. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  QUEEN   ANNE,  AND  THE   ACCESSION 
OF  KING  GEORGE  I. 


-Gaiidia  curis.  IIoK. 


Sir!  I  have  long,  and  with  impatience,  sought 
To  ease  the  fulness  of  my  grateful  thought. 
My  fame  at  once  and  duty  to  pursue, 
And  please  the  public  by  respect  to  you. 

Thoughyou,  long  since  beyond  Britannia  known, 
Have  spread  your  country's  glory  with  your  own, 
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To  me  you  never  did  more  lovely  shine 
Than  when  so  late  the  kindled  wrath  divine 
Quench'd  our  ambition  in  great  Anna's  fate, 
And  darken'd  all  the  pomp  of  human  state. 
Though  you  are  rich  in  fame,  and  fame  decay. 
Though  raised  in  life,  and  greatness  fade  away. 
Your  lustre  brightens  ;  virtue  cuts  the  gloom 
"With  purer  rays,  and  sparkles  near  a  tomb. 

Know,  sir!  the  great  esteem  and  honour  due 
I  chose,  that  moment  to  profess  to  you, 
^^  hen  sadness  reign'd,  when  fortune  so  severe 
Had  warmVl  our  bosoms  to  be  most  sincere ; 
And  when  no  motive  could  liave  force  to  raise 
A  serious  value,  and  provoke  my  praise. 
But  such  as  rise  above,  and  far  transcend, 
Whatever  glories  with  this  world  shall  end  : 
Then  shining  forth,  when  deepest  shades  shall  blot 
The  Siuis  bright  orb,  and  (.'ato  be  forgot. 

I  sing! — but  ah!   my  thf  nie  1  need  not  tell. 
See  every  eye  with  conscious  sorrow  swell: 
Who  now  to  verse  would  raise  his  humble  voice. 
Can  only  show  his  duty,  not  his  choice. 
How  great  the  weight  of  grief  our  hearts  sustain  ! 
We  languish,  and  to  speak  is  to  complain. 

i.et  us  look  back,  (for  who  too  oft  can  view 
That  most  illustrious  scene,  for  ever  new!) 
See  all  the  seasons  shine  on  Annas  throne. 
And  pay  a  constant  tribute,  nut  their  own. 
Her  summer's  heals  nor  fruits  alone  bestow, 
TlKiy  reap  the  harvest,  and  subdue  the  foe  ; 
An»l  when  lilack  storms  confess  the  distant  Sun, 
Her  wintj'rs  wear  the  wreaths  her  summers  won  : 
Revolviri<,r  pleasures  in  their  turn  appear, 
And  triumphs  are  the  [troduct  ol  the  year. 
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To  crown  the  whole,  great  joys  in  greater  cease. 

And  i;;lorious  victory  is  lost  in  peace. 

>>  iiencc  this  profusion  on  our  favour'd  isle'^ 

Did  partial  Fortune  on  our  virtue  smile  ? 

Or  did  the  sceptre,  in  great  Anna's  hand. 

Stretch  forth  this  rich  indulgence  o'er  our  land? 

Ungrateful  Jjritain  !  (piit  tliy  groundless  claim  ; 

Thy  queen  and  thy  good  fortune  are  the  same. 
ilcar,  with  alarms  our  trun)pets  (ill  the  sky ; 

'Tis  Anna  reigns  !  the  Gallic  stpiadrons  fly. 

We  spread  our  canvass  to  the  southern  shore; 

'Tis  Anna  reigns !  the  South  resigns  her  store. 

Her  virtue  snjooths  the  tumult  of  the  main, 

And  swells  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  slain  ; 

Argyle  and  Churchill  but  the  glory  share, 

While  millions  lie  sulxhied  by  Anna's  prayer. 

How  great  her  zeal !  how  fervent  her  desire! 
How  did  her  soul  in  holy  warmth  expire! 
Constant  devotion  did  her  time  divide, 
Not  set  returns  of  pleasure  or  of  pride  ; 
Not  want  of  rest,  or  the  Sun's  parting  ray, 
But  tinish'd  duty  limited  the  day. 
}low  sweet  succeeding  sleep!  what  lovely  themes 
Smiled  in  her  thoughts,  and  soften'd  all  her  dreams ! 
Her  royal  couch  descending  angels  spread, 
And  join  their  wings,  a  shelter  o'er  her  head. 

Though  Europe's  wealth  and  glory  claim'd  a  part. 
Religion's  cause  reign'd  mistress  of  her  heart; 
She  saw,  and  grieved  to  see,  the  mean  estate 
Of  those  who  round  the  hallow'd  altar  wait ; 
She  shed  her  bounty  piously  profuse, 
And  thought  it  more  her  own  in  sacred  use. 

Thus  on  his  furrow  see  the  tiller  stand. 
And  fill  with  genial  seed  his  lavish  hand ; 
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He  trusts  the  kindness  of  the  fruitful  plain. 
And  providently  scatters  all  his  grain. 

What  strikes  my  siijlit  (  does  proud  Augustarise 
New  to  behold,  and  awfully  surprise? — 
Her  lofty  brow  more  numerous  turrets  crown 
And  sacred  domes  on  palaces  look  down  : 
A  noble  pride  of  piety  is  shown, 
And  temples  cast  a  lustru  on  the  throne. 
How  would  this  work  unotlie r's  silory  raise  ! 
But  Anna's  greatness  robs  Ik  r  of  the  praise: 
Drown'd  in  a  greater  blaze  it  disappears ; 
Who  dried  the  widow's  and  tlie  orphan's  tears? 
Who  stoop'd  from  high  to  succour  the  distress'd, 
And  reconcile  the  wounded  heart  to  rest? 
Great  in  her  goo<lness,  well  could  we  perceive. 
Whoever  sought,  it  was  a  (jueen  that  gave. 
Misfortune  lust  her  name;  her  guiltless  frown 
But  made  anotiier  debtor  to  the  crown  ; 
And  each  unfriendly  stroke  from  fate  we  bore, 
Became  our  title  to  the  regal  store. 

Thus  injured  trees  adopt  a  foreign  shoot. 
And  their  wounds  blossom  with  a  fairer  fruit. 

Ye  numbers!  who  on  your  misfortunes  thrived. 
When  first  the  dreadful  blast  of  fame  arrived, 
Say  what  a  shock,  what  agonic^s  you  felt, 
How  did  your  souls  with  lender  anguish  melt  ! 
That  grief  which  living  Anna's  hnc  siippress'd, 
Shook  hke  a  tempest  every  grateful  i)reast. 
A  second  fute  our  sinking  fortunes  triiid  ; 
A  second  time  our  tender  j)arents  diinl ! 

Heroes  n  turning  trom  tlic  lield  we  crown, 
And  deify  the  lianulily  victor's  frown  : 
Ilis  splendid  wealth  too  rashly  we  admire, 
Catch  the  disease,  and  burn  with  etpial  iire. 

4;j.  Y 
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Wisely  to  spend  is  the  groat  art  of  gain; 
And  one  relieved  transc(!nds  a  million  slain. 
>^  Ik  n  Time  shall  ask  where  once  Raniillia  lay, 
Or  Dannbc  llow'd  that  swept  whole  troops  away; 
One  drop  of  water  that  refresh'd  the  dry 
Shall  raise  a  fonntaiii  of  eternal  joy. 

But  ah  !  to  that  nnknown  and  distant  date 
Is  Virtue's  great  reward  push'd  off  by  Fate ; 
Her  random  shafts  in  every  breast  are  found. 
Virtue  and  merit  but  provoke  the  wound. 

August  in  native  worth  and  regal  state, 
Anna  sat  arbitress  of  Jviropc's  fate  ; 
To  distant  realms  did  every  accent  fly. 
And  nations  watch'd  each  motion  of  her  eye. 
Silent,  nor  longer  awful  to  be  seen, 
How  snjall  a  spot  contains  the  mighty  queen  ! 
No  throng  of  suppliant  princes  mark  the  place. 
Where  Britain's  greatness  is  composed  in  peace ; 
The  broken  earth  is  scarce  discern'd  to  rise. 
And  a  stone  tells  us  where  the  monarch  lies. 

Thus  end  raaturest  honours  of  a  crown  ! 
This  is  the  last  conclusion  of  renown  ! 

So  when,  with  idle  skill,  the  wanton  boy 
Breathes  through  his  tube,  he  sees,  with  eager  joy. 
The  trembling  bubble,  in  its  rising  small, 
And,  by  degrees,  expands  the  glittering  ball ; 
But  when,  to  full  perfection  blown,  it  flies 
High  in  the  air,  and  shines  in  various  dyes. 
The  little  monarch,  with  a  falling  tear. 
Sees  his  world  burst  at  once,  and  disappear. 
'Tis  not  in  sorrow  to  reverse  our  doom ; 
No  groans  unlock  the'  inexorable  tomb  ; 
^^'hy,  then,  this  fond  indulgence  of  our  woe? 
What  fruit  can  rise,  or  what  advantage  flow  ? 
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Yes,  this  advantage  from  our  deep  distress  ; 
We  learn  liow  much  in  George  the  gods  can  bless. 
Had  a  less  glorious  princess  left  the  throne, 
But  iialf  the  hero  had  at  first  been  shown ; 
An  Anna  falling  all  the  King  employs, 
To  vindicate  from  guilt  our  rising  joys: 
Our  joys  arise,  anil  innocently  shine, 
Auspicious  monarch  !  what  a  praise  is  thine  ! 

AVelcome,  great  stranger!  to  Uritannia'sthrone! 
Nor  let  thy  country  think  thee  all  her  own. 
Of  thy  delay  how  oft  did  we  complain  ! 
Our  hopes  reachd  out,  and  met  thee  on  the  main. 
With  |)rayer  we  smooth'd  the  billows  for  thy  fleet, 
"With  ardent  wishes  hll'd  thy  swelling  sheet ; 
And  when  thy  foot  took  place  on  Albion's  shore, 
We  bending  bless'd  the  gods,  and  askd  no  more. 
What  hand  buttliiiH?  should  concpier  and  compose, 
Join  those  wIkmu  interest  joins,  and  chase  ourfoes? 
Repel  the  daring  youth's  presumptuous  aim. 
And  by  his  rivals  greatness  give  him  fame  ! 
Now  in  some  foreign  court  he  may  sit  down, 
And  quit,  without  a  blush,  the  liritish  crown, 
Secure  his  honour,  though  he  lose  his  store. 
And  take  a  lucky  moment  to  be  poor. 

Nor  think,  great  sir!  now  first,  at  this  late  hour, 
In  JJritaius  favour  you  exert  your  power  : 
To  us,  far  back  in  time,  I  joy  to  trace 
The  numerous  tokens  of  your  princely  grace. 
A^  hether  you  choose  to  thunder  on  the  Rhine, 
Inspire  grave  councils,  or  in  courts  to  shine  : 
In  the  more  scenes  your  genius  was  display'd, 
'J'lie  gr(  ater  debt  was  on  iJritannia  laid  : 
They  all  ccmspircd  this  inighly  man  to  raise, 
And  your  n<\v  subjects  proudly  share  the  praise. 
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All  sliarc;  but  may  not  we  have  leave  to  boast, 
That  wc  coiitornj)lato  and  enjoy  it  most  1 
This  ancient  nmse  ot"  arts,  indulged  by  Fate 
Oil  tientle  I  sis"  bank  a  calm  retreat, 
For  many  rolluiii  ages  justly  famed, 
Has  through  ii)e  world  her  loyalty  proclaifti'd  ; 
And  often  pour'd  (too  well  the  truth  is  known  !) 
Her  blood  and  treasure  to  support  the  throne  ; 
For  England's  church  her  latest  accent  strainVl, 
And  freedom  with  her  dying  hand  retain'd; 
No  wonder,  then,  her  various  ranks  agree 
In  all  tile  fervencies  of  zeal  for  thee. 

What  though  tiiy  birth  a  distant  kingdom  boast, 
And  seas  «livide  ihee  from  the  iJritish  coast? 
The  crown's  impatient  to  enclose  thy  head; 
Why  stay  thy  feet?  the  cloth  of  gold  is  spread. 
Our  strict  obedience  through  the  world  shall  tell, 
That  king's  a  Briton  who  can  govern  well. 


TO  MR.  TICKELL, 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE 
DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  JOSEPH  ADDISON,  ]7V.). 

Tu  nunc  eris  alter  ab  illo.  ViRG. 

O  LONG  with  me  in  Oxford  groves  confined, 
In  social  arts  and  sacred  friendship  join'd ; 
Fair  Isis'  sorrow,  and  tair  Isis'  boast. 
Lost  from  her  side,  but  fortunately  lost ; 
Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  companion  !  bring. 
And  teach  me  thy  departed  friend  to  sing  : 
A  darling  theme  !  once  powerful  to  inspire. 
And  now  to  melt,  the  Muses'  mournful  olioir: 
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Now,  and  now  first,  we  freely  dare  commend 
His  modest  worth,  nor  shall  our  praise  olfeiid. 

Early  he  bloom'd  amid  the  learned  train. 
And  ravish'd  Isis  listen'd  to  his  strain. 
*  See,  see,  (she  cried)  old  Maro's  Mnse  appears. 
Waked  from  iier  slumber  of  two  thousand  years  : 
Her  finish'd  charms  to  Addison  she  brings, 
Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  numbers  sings. 
All  read  transported  his  pure  classic  page ; 
Read,  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  age.' 

TheState.when  now  his  rising  fame  was  known, 
The'  unrivald  genius  challenged  for  her  own, 
Nor  would  that  one,  for  scenes  of  action  strong. 
Should  let  a  life  evaporate  in  song.  [pense. 

As  health  and  strength  the  brightest  charms  dis- 
Wit  is  the  blossom  of  the  soundest  sense: 
Yet  few,  how  few,  with  lofty  thoughts  inspired, 
AVith  fpiickness  pointed,  and  with  rapture  tired. 
In  conscious  pride  their  own  importance  (ind. 
Blind  to  themselves,  as  the  hard  world  is  blind! 
\Vit  they  esteem  a  gay  but  worthless  power, 
The  slight  amusement  of  a  leisure  hour, 
Unmindful  that,  conceal'd  from  vulgar  eyes. 
Majestic  \Visdom  wears  the  bright  disguise. 

Poor  Dido  fondled  thus,  with  idle  joy, 
Dread  Cupid  lurking  in  the  Trojan  boy; 
Lightly  she  toy'd  and  trilli d  wilii  his  charms, 
And  knew  not  that  a  god  was  in  her  arms. 

Whf)  greatestixcellenceof  thought  could  boast, 
In  action,  too,  have  been  (listiu<j;uisird  most: 
'I'liis  Somers'  knew,  and  Addison  sent  forth 
J'rora  the  malignant  regions  of  the  north, 
To  be  matured  in  more  indulgent  skies, 
W  here  all  the  vig<»ur  of  the  soul  can  rise; 

'    Iii>rJ  Sotuer*  eiiuLled  Addisoi)  to  iiroscciile  his  travels. 
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Through  warmer  veins  where  sprighthcr  spirits  run, 
And  sense  cnliven'd  sparkles  in  the  Sun. 
With  secret  puin  the  prudent  patriot  gave 
Tlic  hopes  ot"  Britain  to  the  rolling  wave. 
Anxious,  the  charge  to  all  the  stars  resign'd, 
And  placed  a  confidence  in  sea  and  wind. 

Ausonia  soon  received  her  wondering  guest. 
And  e(pial  wonder  in  her  turn  confess'd, 
To  see  her  fervours  rival'd  by  the  pole, 
Her  lustre  beaming  from  a  northern  soul : 
In  like  surprise  was  her  iEneas  lost. 
To  lind  his  picture  grace  a  foreign  coast. 

Now  the  wide  field  of  Europe  he  surveys. 
Compares  her  kings,   her   thrones   and   empires 

weighs, 
In  ripen'd  Judgment  and  consummate  thought: 
Great  work !  by  Nassau's  favour  cheaply  bought. 

He  now  returns  to  Britain  a  su[)port. 
Wise  in  her  senate,  graceful  in  her  court ; 
And,  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit, 
The  source  of  learning,  and  the  soul  of  wit. 
O  \^^arvvick!  (whom  the  Muse  is  fond  to  name. 
And  kindles,  conscious  of  her  future  theme) 
O  Warwick !  by  divine  contagion  bright. 
How  early  didst  thou  catch  his  radiant  light! 
By  him  inspired,  how  shine  before  thy  time, 
And  leave  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  prime  ! 

On  some  warm  bank,  thus,  fortunately  born, 
A  rose  bud  opens  to  a  summer's  morn, 
TuU  blown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  displays. 
And  shows  th<;'  abundance  of  her  purple  rays. 

\Vit,  as  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tree  ; 
We  now,  surprised,  her  fruitful  branches  see  ; 
Or,  orange  like,  till  his  auspicious  time 
It  grew  indeed,  but  shiver'd  in  our  clinjc  : 
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He  lirst  the  plant  to  richer  gardens  led, 
And  fix'd,  indulgent,  in  a  warmer  bed  : 
The  nation,  pleased,  enjoys  the  rich  produce, 
i\nd  gathers  from  her  ornament  her  use. 

U'hen  loose  tVora  public  cares  the  grove  he  sought. 
And  find  the  leisure  interval  with  thought. 
The  various  labours  of  his  easy  page, 
A  chance  amusenu'nt,  polish'd  half  an  age. 
Beyond  this  truth  old  bards  could  scarce  invent. 
Who  durst  to  frame  a  world  by  accident. 

A\  hat  he  has  sung,  how  early  and  how  well, 
The  Thames  shall  boast,  and  lloman  Tiber  tell. 
A  glory  more  subhme  remains  in  store, 
(Since  such  his  talents)  that  he  sung  no  more. 
No  fuller  proof  of  power  the' Almighty  gave. 
Making  the  sea,  than  curbing  her  proud  wave. 

Nought  can  the  genius  of  his  works  transcend. 
But  their  fair  purpose  and  important  end  ; 
To  rouse  the  war  for  injured  Europe's  laws. 
To  steel  the  patriot  in  great  iJrunswick's  cause; 
^\  ith  \  irtue's  charms  to  kindle  sacred  love, 
Or  paint  the'  eternal  bowcis  of  bliss  above, 
^^  here  liad^t  thou  room,  great  author !  wliere,  to  roll 
I'he  mighty  theme  of  an  immortal  soul^    [brought 
Through  paths  unknown,  unbeaten,  whence  were 
Thy  |)roofs  so  strong  for  immaterial  thought? 
One  let  me  join,  all  other  may  (;xcel, 
'  How  coidd  a  mortal  essence  thiidc  so  well?' 

Butwliv  so  large  in  tiie  great  writer's  praise? 
More  loftv  sul)j(  ets  slimild  my  niiml)ers  raise: 
In  him  (illustrious  rivalry  !)  eoiiti  iid 
The  statesman,  patriot,  Chrislian,  and  the  friend! 
His  glory  such,  it  i)orders  on  disgrace 
To  say  he  sung  the  best  of  human  race. 
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In  joy  once  join'd,  in  sorrow  now  for  years:, 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  (ears, 
I'icUell!  aeeept  tliis  verse,  thy  niourniul  due; 
Thou  further  shalt  tlie  saered  theme  pursue  ; 
And  as  thy  strain  describes  the  matchless  man. 
Thy  hfe  shall  second  what  thy  Muse  began, 
Though  sweet  the  numbers,  though  a  lire  divine 
Dart  through  the  w  hole,  and  burn  in  every  line, 
AVho  strive  s  not  for  that  excellence  he  draws, 
Is  stain'd  by  fame,  and  suliers  from  applause. 

J5ut  haste  to  thy  illustrious  task;  prepare 
The  noble  work  well  trusted  to  thy  care. 
The  gift  bequeathed  by  Addison's  command. 
To  Craggs  made  sacred  by  his  dying  hand. 
Collect  the  labours,  join  the  various  rays, 
The  scatter'd  light  in  one  united  blaze  ; 
Then  bear  to  him  so  true,  so  truly  loved. 
In  life  distinguish'd,  and  in  death  approved. 
The'  immortal  legacy.     He  hangs  a  while 
In  generous  anguish  o'er  the  glorious  pile ; 
With  anxious  pleasure  the  known  page  reviews. 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  bedews. 
\\'hat  though  thy  tears,  pour'd  o'er  thy  godHke 

friend. 
Thy  other  cares  for  I3ritain's  weal  suspend  ? 
Think  not,  O  patriot !  while  thy  eyes  o'erflow. 
Those  cares  suspended  for  a  private  woe  ; 
Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  country  shown. 
He  mourns  for  her,  who  mourns  for  Addison. 
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